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thou one Smile diffuſe ? 
One Smile fram fm hee, Hl her th wembling Mae 
© "Who, at thy fagred Shrine, ſubmiſſive pays 
The trueſt Homage, in the humbleſt Lays. 
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7” Him portion'd | Maids, apprentic'd Orphans bleſt, 
« The s Ph labour, and the ol who reft,” 
9 Pope, 


. 

SIR! | : | 
Toa a Rnd Man of Roſs, a Dedication without 
Flattery, may ſurely be allow dz as Truth, in her 
native Shaps, appears moſt lovely. . he Similitude of 
Character will, by all who have read che One and have 
, the Hapgindh of knowing the Other, I dare believe, 

be univerſally: atknowledged. 1 muſt, Sir, however, 
intreat vou Fardon, for preſu ming to prefix your 
Name to o the allowing Sheets, without informing 
you of oy Intention; ; but, as it affords me the pleaſing 
Opportunity of acknowledgin g the repeated Favours you 
have honoured me with, I could not reſiſt the Temp- 

"A RM nn. tation 


tation of paying you this publick Tribute of Reſp 
and Gratitude; being, with the higheſt Repard 5 


Bloomſbury Square, 
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. Your greatly obliged, 
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Þ R E F A c E. 


T1 HE Authour of the Ghia Sheets, 
which were the Produce of her leiſure Mo- 
ments, now humbly preſents them to the 
publick; and will eſteem her Time well em- 
employ'd, ſhould they afford real Entertain- 
ment to her Readers, eſpecially thoſe of her 
own Sex. She has neither the Vanity nor 
Folly to imagine, that they have any great 
Merit, but has the Happineſs to reflect, that 
ſhe is not conſcious of im parting one injurious 
Idea, or of having inſerted orie Line that veſtal 
Maids might not hear; and therefore ſhe 
| hopes, at _ to be clear of i incurring any 


illiberal 
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illiberal Reflection, or of drawing Contempt 
upon the very ſmall Group of F emale Writers. 
She would, indeed, highly exult to approve 
herſelf, in ſome Degree, worthy of the very 
diſtinguiſhed Liſt of Subſcribers with which ſhe 
is honour'd ; to whom, and to the candid: 
Publick, ſhe with Deference n £ the fol- 


lowing Collection. 


SIR John St. Aubyn, Bart. 
Lady St. Aubyn 
Thomas Anſon, Eſd; 
William Addington, Eſq; 
Thomas Aſtle, Eſq; 
Rev. Mr. Archd. Alcock 
Mr. John Julius Avgerſtein 
Mrs. Amyand | 
Mr. Aldridge | 
0 # 

Her Grace the Dutcheſs of 

Bedford . 
Miſs Bouverie 
Hon. William Bateman 
Richard Buller, Eſg - 
George Byrd, Eſq; 
Mr. Hanway Balack Kb. 


SUBSCRIBER 8. 


Mrs. Barford 


| Miſs Backwell 


Mrs, Barford 
Mrs. Broad 
Mrs. Bayley 
Mrs. Bramſton 
Miſs Blake - 
Mr. Borlaſe 
Mr. Baynes 


C. 

Mrs. Elizabeth Carter 

Sir James Cotter, Bart. 

Edward Holden Crutten- 
den, Eſq; 

Miſs Crittenden | 


Miſs S. Cruttenden 


Mr. E. H. Cruttenden 
a Miſs 


SUBSCRIBERS. FR 


Miſs Cadogan 
Dr. Compton 11. 
Robert Campbell, Eſq; 
Tho. Cooper, Eſq; 2 Books 
Cracroft, Eſq; 2 Books 
—— Chriſtian, Eſqg - 
Rev. Mr. Croucher 
Mr. Charles Coombe 
Mr. John Care | 
Mr. John Cooper 

D. 53% 
Earl of Deloraine 
Rev. Mr. Dollin 
Mrs. Downs 
Mrs. Deane 
Mrs. Downs 
Mrs. Davis 


tees E. 
Hon. Miſs Auguſta Evelyn 
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Rev. Dr. Elliſton 75 


Rev. Mr. Evans 


Rev. Mr. Eaton 


Right Hon. Lord Forteſcue 


Mrs. Francis | 
Mrs. Fenwick 
Mr. Fowl 
Mr. Fiſher 
Rev. Mr. Francis 
Rev. Mr. Fawkes 
Right. Hon. Lord Grof- 
venor, 2. Books s 
| Miſs 


— Miſs Græme 


SUBSCRIBERS. 
Mrs, Hall | 
Miſs Hammond - 


Mrs. Gaſcoigne of Carron 
Houſe, Scotland 

Rev. Mr. Griffith 

Rev. Mr. Green 

Charles Green, Eſq; 

— Eſq; 
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— George 1 
L. L. D. | 

Jonas Hanway, Eſq; 

Thomas Hanway, Eſq; 

Robert Hunter, Eſqz -— 

Rev. Mr. Hey 

Rev. Mr. Horne 

Mrs. Hanway 

Mrs. Jane Hyde 

Mrs. Hallett” 

Mrs. Hankey 
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Mr. Hughes 
Mr. Hickſon 
Samuel Johnſon, L. L. D. 
Michael James, Eſqʒ 

Rev. Mr. Jauncey 


Mrs. James 
Mrs. Jauncey 
Miſs John 


(RED (LEE 
Rev. John Glen King, D. D. 
F. R. 8. and A. 8. Chap- 
lain to the Britiſh Factory 
at St. Peterfbourg 
Evil” + 
Right Hon. Lord Lyttelton 
Rt. Hon. LadyBridgetLane 
Lady 


SUBSCREBBRS. 
Lady Langham ' | Rev. Mr. Marten 
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Mrs. Lemon Mrs. Martin 

Mrs. Lewis Mr. Mayott 

Charles Lloyd, Eſq; Mr. Maxton 

Nev. Mr. Lloyd - "I -2 4; 070 22 
Rev. Mr. Lewis | Lord Viſcount Newnham 


M. Wm. Norton, Eſq; 2 Books 
His Grace the Duke. of Andrew Newton, Eſq 

Marlborough, 2 Books Mrs. Nelſon | 
Her Grace the Dutchefs of 
Marlborough, 2 Books 
Honourable Lady Mayne 
Mrs. Montagu, 2 Baoks 
Richard Myddletos, Eſq; 
Mrs. Myddleten 52.18 
Mrs. Midletam 
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Mrs. mere pe 
8 
Mrs. Peters 
Miſs Peaseck 


Miſs Ruſbout 


Miſs Ribaalb 
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Right Honourable Sir John 
Ruſhhout, Bast. 5 


Hon. John Ruthie 


Metcalfe” Raufiell, 'Efq; 
Malt Robinſon, 


$VUBSCRIBERS. 
Rev. Mr. Petineck 
Robert Fett, B; 
Fleetwood Parkhurft, Eſq; 
William Paynter, Eſq; 
Thomas Powys, b 0 
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| e 
Harry Foche Spencer, ſq; 
Strode, E;, 
Thomas Sutton, Eſq; 
John Small, Eq; 
William glade, Eſq; 
Mrs. Stowe 

Maſs Selon 
Miſs Slade | 

Rev. Mr: Southgate. 

Mr. Benjamin Side 
Mr. Sharp 7 17.7 
Mr. Thomas Stade 
Mr. Shepheard 


Eſq; 


8UBSCRIBERS. 
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Sir Charles Kemys Tynte, 
Mrs. Thomfon 

Mrs. Turner ä 
Rev. Mr. Thompſon ock 
Rev. Mr. Turner 
Mr. William Thompſon 
Mr. James Thempſon 
7 U. | ; 
Right Hon. Lady Vere ' 
Right Hon. Lady A | 
Miſs Vernon © 
Mrs. Vernon 
Edward Vernon, Eſq; ; 
Miſs Van Neck 
Mrs, Vaillant | 


Sir John Wronteſley,. Bart. 
Lady Wrotteſle ß 
Mrs. Wilmot en 


Mrs. Weſtern, 2 Books | 
Mrs. Walpole 7 


Mis Olive Weſtern, 4 Book 


Miſs Williams © + + - © 
Miſs Eliza Williams 
Miſs Peggy Williams 


Miſs Wakelin, 2 Books ' * 
Hon. Mr. 8 75 
Dr. Walb | 


Anthony Wel doi te 


William Wood, EM 
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SUBSCRIBERS. 


Joſeph Watkins, Eſq; 
William Walcote, Eſq; 
Mr. Williamſon . 
Mr. Warren 


Mr. Walter 
Vi 

Mrs. Yorke 

Mrs. Yates 
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Tatts Poem to Prince Elphin = - - 2 7 5 

An %% - - <> = 
The Party On: | app 29 
—T!. A „ = 
Reflections in the Abſence of Daphne, a Paſtoral 23 


ener eh OLE: 


An Elegy on the Marquis of Taviſtock - k 
On the Death of the Duke of Bedford - - - - = - 
The Fifth Fragment of Fingal - - „ 
The Eighth Fragment of Fingal - - - - - - - - 
Anningait and Adjutt - = e - = = 
on the Royal Nuptials = = - - = = {-' - = 
An Elegy on the Duke of York - » - - < -- - 
Addreſſed to the Right Honourable Lord Lyttelton - = 
to the Author of Eſſays on the Writings and Genius 
of Shakeſpee r 
to Thomas Gray, Eſq; - - - - - - = = 
On ſeeing the Earl of Godolphin's Picture 
On Parry's playing upon the Welch Har 
Addreſſed to Mrs. Arne 
to David Garrick, Eſq; - - - - - - - 


an nes ho, : b 


EONTEN'TS. 


On ſceing Miſs Morris in Juliet „ 
Written in an Hermitage U—U—ü—ä—ä — — 
On an eminent Painter W * - 3 3 
On ſeeing ſome Pictures wrought with a Needle r = = ol 
on the Death of a Turtle Dove? : = = = = 145 
On ſeeing the Twelfth Edition of Hoyle' 8 Games advertized 150 


On a young Lady's Birth Day ”_ mo Re RS 
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On the Death of a favourite Bird - --- 153 
A Morning Hymn * N TT = 1.55 


An Evening Hymn - - <= pj... - -  - =»... Ion 
An Elegy on William Duke of Cumberland = - =- -, 16 
A Letter to the Maſter of Oakham School - - - - - 165 
On ſeeing Mr. Foote perform the Mino = 168 
The Birth Day - - - - - =- =» - =, - -,- - 16g 


E RR A T A. 
Page 11, for perilious, read perilous 


13, for O'erchang'd, read O'ercharg'd 

76, for ruſtlings, read ruſtling 

105, for Edy, read Eddy 

131, 132, 142, and 145, for Shakeſpeare, read Shakeſpear 
131 and 132, for Montague, read Montagu 

173, for dilplay, read diſplay | 
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TALIESIN'S POEM 
. T O 
PRINCE ELPHI N; 


FROM 


MR. EVANS'S SPECIMENS OF THE WELCH POETRY. 


LONDON, 1764. QUARTO. 


TALIESIN'S POEM 
T O 


n ve 


I. | 
ELemini fair as roſeate Morn, 
Ceaſe, O! lovely Youth to mourn; 
Mortals never ſhould preſume 
To diſpute their Maker's Doom, 
B 2 | Feeble 
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A Wear was a Place fenced off in ſome Inlet of the Sea, and was: 
fo formed that, when the Tide came in, Fiſh were carried into it, and 
left there at the ebbing of the Tide; and the Profits, ariſing from the 
Sale of the Fiſh thus caught, were the chief Revenues of the Princes 
of thoſe Times, 


II. 


fTaLIESIN's POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. 5 
eee 
r Ht i i | 

Elphin I fair, the Clouds diſpell, 

That on thy lovely Viſage dwell ; 

Wipe, ah wipe, the pearly Tear, 

Nor let thy manly Boſom fear ; 

What good can Melancholy give ? 

'Tis Bondage in her Train to live; 
Fruitleſs Sorrow-Doubts proclaim, - 

Ill ſuit thoſe Doubts a Chriſtian's Name; 
Thy great Creator's Wonders trace, 

His love divine to mortal Race, 

Then Doubt, and Fear, and Pain will fly, 
And Hope beam radiant in thine Eye : 
Behold me leaſt of Humankind, 
Yet Heav'n illumes my ſoaring Mind. 


Lol from the yawning Deep“ I came, 
Friend to thy Lineage and thy Fame, 


br is recorded of Talicſin, that he was found, enwrapped in a 
| leathern 
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| 6 TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. 


To point Thee out the Paths bf Truth, 
To guard from hidden Rocks thy Youth ; 
From Seas, from Mountains, far and wide, 
God will the good and virtuous guide. 


III. 


Elphin |! fair, with Virtue bleſt, 

Let not that Virtue idly reft ; 

If rous'd 'twill yield thee ſure relief, 

And baniſh far unmanly Grief : 

Think on that Pow'r whofe Arm can fave, 

Who e'en can ſnatch thee from the Grave; 

He bade my Harp for thee be ſtrung, 
Prophetick Lays he taught my Tongue. 

leathern Bag, floating in a Wear belanging to Gwyddno, the Profit of 
which he had given to his Son, Prince Elphin ; that the Prince ordered 

tim 20 be taken care of, gave him the beſt Education, upon which 

he became the moſt celebrated Bard of his Time. 


Though 


TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. 7 


Though like a flender Reed I grow, 

Toſt by the Billows too and fro, 

Yet ſtill, by him inſpir' d, my Song 

The Weak can raiſe, confound the Strong : 
Am not I better, Elphin | ſay, 

Than Thouſands of thy ſcaly Prey ? 


IV. | 


| Elphin! fair as roſeate Morn, 
Ceaſe, O] lovely Youth to mourn. 
Weak on my leathern Couch I lye, 
Yet heav'nly Lore I can deſcry ; 
Gifts divine my Tongue inſpire, 
My Boſom glows celeſtial Fire ; : 
Mark ! how it mounts, my Lips diſcloſe 
The certain Fate of Elphin's Foes ; 
Fix thy Hopes on him alone, 
Who is th' eternal Three in One; 


There 


N raLIESix- 8 POEM 10 PRINCE ELPHIN. 


There thy ardent Von be given, 
Prayer acceptance meets from Heaven; 
Then Thou ſhalt adverſe Fate defy, 

And Elphin glorious live and dye. 


* 


. 


FROM 


MR. EVANS'S SPECIMENS OF THE WELCH POETRY. 


LONDON, 1764, QUARTO. £ 


„ — 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tur following Elegy was written by Einion, Son of Gwalchmai, 

about the Vear 1240, on the Death of Neſt, or, according to the 
Engliſh Pronunciation, Neeſt, the Daughter of Howel, Son of Owain 
Gwyned, Prince of North Wales, known by the Name of the Dragon 
of Mona: Howel was a celebrated Bard in his Time, and one of his 
Father's Generals in his Wars againſt the Engliſh, Flemings, and 
Normans, in South Wales. | 7 


Fair blooms the Spring, in vernal Honours gay, 

The thick ning Groves their warbling Tenants ſhade, 

| Where each, extatic, ſwells th' harmonious Lay, 
And kens with rapt'rous Eye the verdant Glade. 


Smooth'd is the Boſom of the perilious Deep, 
Even the wide foaming Billows are at peace; 

Gently the varying Tides a cadence keep, 
And the rude Winds their bluſt ring _ ceaſe. 


C 2 | But 


* 


AN ELEGY ON NEEST, BY BINION, po 


But, ah! my Grieſt what Seaſon can remove, = b 
Stronger than blowing Winds, or daſking Ware; 
Nor Spring, nor Summer, can abate my A 

Or, of one pious Drop, beland the Se 


O!] Pray'r divine, thy potent Balm impatt, ba 28 
"Tis thine, alone... Misfortune” $ Wounds to heal; el 151 

Thy ſacred Armour may ſecure my n | 
And teach me how to ſuffer,” though 1 feel; | 


But I muſt ſpeak | my Grief will force its Way, - | 
Keen is my Sorrow, loudly let me mourn; 

For ſad Remembrance treaſures ſtill the Day, 
That ſaw Thee, lovely Neeſt! to Earth return. 


By Teivis** mournful Stream I penſive ſtray; 
I heard th' affrighted Waves terrific roar, - 
| To Beli's! Confines, fad, the Tale convey, 
That N ceſt, the gentle Maiden, was no more. 


0 * — 
2 1 1 4 


"4A River in Cundignnibie * hs conan this, — 
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 ANELEGY ON NEEST, BY EINION: ty 


| Bright were thy Charms, tho now, alas! no more, 
Theme ſit for Barde, the Pride of Britiſh Lyre ; 
| Each Bard for thee, exhauſted Fancy's Store, 
For like Elivri's* could thine Eyes inſpire. 


But now my penſive Heart, Oh! fad reverſe, 
O'erchang d with Woe thy Elegy prepares; 
Thou l ever preſent, yes I'll ſtrew thy Hearſe, 
And on thy ſtony Dwelling ſhower my Tears. 


O | Cadvan's" brighteſt Star, how didſt thou ſhine 
In filken Garments beautifully gay ; 

How did thy Rays Duſunni's Banks refine, 
Enliv'ning/ Nature like the Orb of Day. 


* an 


* Elivri, the Name of a Woman, but who ſhe was or when ſhe lived, is 
Cadvan is the Saint of Towyn Meirionnydd. PRs 
© Dyſynni, or Duſunni, is the Name of a River that runs by Towyn. 


14. AN EIEOT ON NEEST,'BY 'ELNTON;. 
Conſummate Prudence crown d thy Bloom of You th. 

Bleſt with a Heart unknown to baſe Diſguiſe, | / 7 
A conſtant Vot'ry at the Shrine of Truth, ; 

Whoſe ſacred Precepts made thee truly wiſe, 


But now, for ever gone, in filence laid 
In the cold Tomb which ruddy Earth confines, er. 
Torn from my ravitht Eye, the peerlefs Maid. 
Lovely in Death, the Grief of Bards, rec lines. 


Each Bard, each Druid, mourn d her timeleſs Fate, 
For She to Bard, and Druid-ſtillwas dear, 
Eternal Honour, round ber Tomb ſhall wait, 
There ſtill ſhall flow the Verſe; ſhall drop the Tear. 


Keen as the pouncing Hawk's her piercing Eye, 
Her long Deſcent from Royal Line proclaim dd. 
Of Venedotia She, the Pride, the Joy, — 


For faireſt Virtue, as for Beauty fam d. 
| . Friend 


_  ANELEGY ON NEES r. Br EINTON, ug 
Friend: to the Bard: with princely Hand ſhe gave, 

Still generous the Mind where Goodneſs reigns ; tr 13195 
And is that Goodneſs. ſunk into the Grave; - > i£, 

Now Death thy Sting I feel, its ſharpeſt Pans. 


Nor can aught heal the pungent Wound it made, 
Undone for ever by the fatal Blow, oo 

Now equal to my Eye the Light or Shade, 
Still bleeds my Heart, nor ceaſe my Eyes to flow, 


And though all grieve, yet none like me can mourn, 
For ſhe was dearer far. to me than Light, 

Yes, Neeſt is gone, ah | never to return, | 
And with her light-wing'd Pleaſure took its flight. 


| But cruel Death relentleſs ſees my Woe, 

Nor Tears, nor Pray'rs, his rigid Heart can move, 
All muſt ſubmit to his refiſtleſs Blow, | 

He burſts the Bonds of Nature and of Love. | 


Ol 


And form ' d of Beauty all I ever knew. 


0 


O. gen'rous: wan; — 
Safe in thy lone Retreat thy Aſhes reſt ; 
Strong as-Pryderi's was my Grief-diſplay'd, - - 
Freſh Sorrow's hoarding in my penfive Breaſt, - 


For never can my Sorrows ceaſe to flo ,, 
Ne'er can the Current of my Woes be dr, 
Still, till TI tend thee, round thy Tomb TIl go, 
Not Death can hide thee from-a Lover's Eye. | 


Even o'er that Face which ſhone like pearly Dew, 
Fair as the Virgin 8now on Eiry's Head, 


11 
— — 
* 


* 8 called Creigiau Eryri, and Myuydd Ey that is, he 
Rocks and Mountains of Snow, from Eiry, which igniies Snow. 


O! 


aN EER ON NEEST, BY EINTON.. / 


Of chou great Maker of the Earth and Sky, 
Whoſe gracious'Ears ne'er cloſe to humble Prayer, 
Grant mine may mount, like winged Spirits fly. 
Safe to thy Throne, and find Acceptance there. 1 | 


O! grant that beauteous Maid, who ſhone below, ll 
| Glittering like Pearls with Virtues given by thee, 
May now in Beauties, more celeſtial glow, | 
From Sin by* Dewi's Interceſſion free. 


Let thy bright beaming Mercy round her ſhine, 
May She with Saints and Martyrs chaunt thy Praiſe, 
With holy Mary join the Song divine, 
And to thy Name her loud Hoſanna's raiſe. 


«4. a. »„ i 8 8 r — — 4 — —_— a i. * 


; Dewi, Saint David, a Biſhop in the time of King Arthur, and the Patron 
Saint of the Principality of Wales, 


D | Bound- 
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| AN ELEGY ON NEEST, BY EINION. 


Boundleſs my Love, it mounts, it ſoars on high, 


May good Saint Peter ever be her Guard, 
My God, behold her with a gracious Eye, 
And grant thy Heav'n may. be her great Reward. 


THE 


PARTY COLOURED SHIELD, 


A 


1 


* a 0 _ , , -- # 2 " * { j 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tur Ground Work of the following Fable was taken from Sir Harry 
Beaumont. X | 


v2 2 > 


. 


IHS Genie erf 
PARTY COLOURED SHIELD, 
A 


F rn 


Ix Days when Chivalry prevaifd, 

And many a doughty Chief aſſail d, 

Who oft in queſt of noble Fight, 

Set out array'd like Mancha's Knight; 

When Ignorance o'erſpread this Ifle, 

Since bleſs'd with Reafon's ſacred Smile, 

A valiant Prince, whofe Deeds in Verſe, | | 
Some loftier Poet fhall rehearſe, ' ' 11 
Immortal Victory to requite, iv badi 
For all his Glories gain d in Fight, 

Commands with utmoſt Skill and Care, 

The choiceſt Artiſts to prepare 


22 THE PARTT COLOURED SHIELD. 


A curious Statue—They obey dd 
In reyerence to the Prince and Maid. 


And now behold the Statue brought, 
Finiſh'd as e er Pygmalion wrought, 
And in a Point of certain View, 

To which Four Roads directly drew, 
On Pedeſtal of Gothick Taſ t,, 
The coy, triumphant, Damſel plac d; 
Her right Hand graſp'd a pointed Spear, 
The Emblem of deſtructive War, 
Her left reclin d upon a Shield, 
Whoſe outſide blaz'd'a golden Field, 
But paler Luſtre next. her Breaſt 
Mild Silver's modeſt Ray confeſi d; 
One Side inſcrib'd with Celtick mo ” 
Fair ViRtory's dread 1 eee 
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Conſpicuous on the other ſhone, | - 531512 41017 5 
The Homage he was proud to C .m. 


One Marn it chane d, as Chance oft brings 
From meereſt Trifles mighty Things, 
Two noble Knights arm'd Cap-a- Pee, 
As trim as errant Knights could be; 
One all in Sable Armour dight, 
And One array'd in lovely white, - 
From different Quarters poſting came 
In ſearch of all inſpiring Fame: 
The Statue ſoon attracts their Eyes, W 
Both gaz d, and Both confeſt Sur prize: 
One views the golden Side, and one 
The Side where modeſt Silver ſhone ; 
When each with ſimilar Delight, Ga 
The different Beauties thus recite: ' . „t ö 
And firſt began the Sable Knight. 


— 


This 
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This golden Shield, and Sue Deren 
0 Proclaims the Artiſt bold and nie: 
«© This golden Shield !” reply'd the Other, Aus 
“ Surely you've loſt your Sight good Brother,; 
<« If I have Eyes, or aught can view, | n 
«c This Shield is of a Silver Hue 
<« Sir!” quoth the Knight array d in black, 4 
“ Yourſelf both Sight and Judgment lack! 

&« For ſure as I am errant Knight, F Dt 
e Or ever broke a Lance in Fight, '- 


<« This Shield we wond' ring here behold, © © © 
« This Shield, I ſay, is ſculptur d Geld- AN 


? 


The other, with contempt'ous Sneer 
And filent Scorn, hen Fer. (1:3) 


6.2. | - - 
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No chi glares, ad: Rom 'their-Pyes Ions 
Dit maper' Paſſion's Nen rp | 
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Dis on 8 Ai i 
And Fury's 8 F e 
Swiftly their foaming Palfreys wheel, 

While each prepares the biting Steel; 

Quick the well brandiſh d Landes join, 

And Chivalry's beſt Arts combine: 
Sharp was the Combat, ſharp their Points, | 
Bruis'd were their Sides, and ſtiff their % 
His Rozinante now each Knight 

Forſakes, in moſt diſaſtrous Plight; 

The purple Tides, diftain the (round, | 
Which flow — Waondy 
When a ſage Druid chanc d co cove, 

From midſt his Gak - embo ring Grove; 
He was of Truth the ſacred Guide, 
His warlike Nation's Grave and Pride; 


E With 


„ THE den- ee 


With many an Attribute divine, . di 4H lids 
Wiſe, gentle, | generous, ee ee K IFETAOY * n 
| gba „een 1 141 * Nen, 185 

The — ting lay, 
Their Souls on wing to quit their Cuy; 
Ready, juſt ready to de part. 
The warm Sram Wing from the Hearts. 171 
When the ſage Druid, who: well-knew r 
The Virtues of each Hs: agp 
Exerts his utmoſt Skill and Care, 3 5 r 
To ſnatch from Death. the warlike Pair 2 Mb 
Succeſs awaits the generous Deeds. 
Their recent Wounds no longer bleed, A 
Returning Life, with blooming Grace, ed Ae 198 1 
Begins to paint each Hero's F acm 
And Both in feehle Accents ſtrove. : - 
To praiſe the gentle Druid's Love; 


ene 4801 
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While He, with ſtrong Amizzement wrought,” * * fs 

Enquires for what ) for whom they ſought //: 

Whence all this Whitl of Paſſion roſe? 14 

What envious Diſcord made dem Pbes ?: | 
| wig rect? Oo OT nan CS 

The fable A Oviſe, 97 ® 

Attentive hears, and thus replies 

« Kind Soother of our Pains attend, aint and. 

« Thou Soul's Phyſician, ' Father, Friend; 

« From trivial Cauſe ohr Quartel roſ, 

« No injur'd Beauty made us'Foes;*'+ 16 S148; - 

« No lofty Hopes of tow'ring Fame, -N 4 

« Inſpir'd us with a rival Claim VV 

<« Strangers we are, by Che ke bong, aun“ 

« Firſt met, where ſoon'we raſhly n 11 t. 

That ſtubborn Chief, perverſely bold, „ 03990 bot 

i Denies this Shield is ſhining Gold. t afl 1 


ab E 2 That 
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« That,” quoth Sir white; 40-1 ftill deny: vdw 10 

'Tis you, Sir, are pervetſe, not Fu | ol 4 

6 Here rev'rend Sage, with me, 'behold 17 1 

This Silver Shield, which he call Gold: ui 
« From hence my inſtant Paſſion grew, 
© Who doubts en ſball own it true. dle oft 

„ o ee 21, 2 
The lif'ning Dad ih griev %, 

And many a Sigh his Boſom heav d; * 
Then mildly graceful Silence broke, 
His Wiſdom raviſh'd as he ſpo ke: 
«© O! Will perverſe of Human Kind, 
« With Paſſion's Guſts to rend the Mind ; 

« Hence riſe theſe ſudden Starts of Ire, - 
« That ſet our little World on Fire 9 

© Ah | why is Reaſon thrown aſide, 5 

« Of Heaven the Gift, of Man the Pride! 


#17) p | | X cc Or 
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« Or why is her Chmpanion, Truth; oup ien 
« Tho' bleſs'd in Heav'n, with endleſs Voutbh, 
With meek ey d Peace, her conſtant , 

Forbid our erring Steps to tend? 

« Had theſe, my Sons! vi am ava 

© This Blood had never dy'd the Plain. 

« Wrong were ye Both, and yet Both right; 
© For had ye, ere you join'd in Fight, 

% With calm Attention view'd this Shield, 

«© The fair Device, the blazing Field, 
At once, ſans diſcord, Both had told 

« How fair the Silver, rich the Gold. | 


- ww 


C My Words to prove, again look o rr 
« The Shield which caught your Eyes before, 
“Then inſtant change your Sides, and view 
« Your warm Aſſertions both were true: | 30) 
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« This Side the burniſh'd,G Ad displays, 4 usb. o 
On that fair Silver darts her Rays u We 
Had then delib rate Judgment ſway d. 
« And Reaſon Anger's Pow 'r ally d. 
«© This of yourſelves you might have found, 
« Nor ſtain'd with Blood .the peaceful Ground: 4 
* But as from noiſome Weeds and Fours 
& We Juices draw, by chymick Po. It. 
« Of ſovereign Aid to baniſh Pain, l N 
© And uſher roſey Health again; 

&« So, from your Errors, Wiſdom glean, 
« And ev'ry Senſe from Paſſion wean : 
« Permit me, for your common Weal, 


« Now to intreat, with friendly Zeal, | | 
<« That each his ſuppliant Hands would rear, 
« And by this brilliant Goddeſs:{wear, | 
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os Never i in raſk*Difpute' engage Aud d bis ant 
Nor War on light Surmiſes % e 
* From this Miſcondu& happier riſe, at 
« Be noble, patient, juſt, and wiſe” © Ran 
Gar ſays, from Things minute and mean, | 
A virtuous Mind will Morals glean ; 

Then Stateſmen, Patriots, Whig, or Tory, 
With Candour weigh the recent Story. 
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PAST ORAL S. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tun Sonn Pattorat were taken from the Proſe Trandation of Ge 
ners, printed 1562, for Becket and De ont. 


e : 


D AP HN I S. 


The Storms of wintry Time will quickly paſs, 
% And one unbounded Spring encircle all.” 


THOMPSON. 


ONR Morn, when hoary Winter gan his Reign, 
And fleecy Showers had whit'ned o'er the Plain, 
Young Daphnis, muſing by his chearful Fire, 
Pleas d, in his ſtraw-crown'd Hutt, attun'd his Lyre ; 
The crackling Wood with ſprightly Ardour blaz d, 
While thro” his little Caſement Daphnis gaz d, 

And thus he ſang — Hail! Winter, tho' ſevere, 
Thy Charms are ſtriking as the blooming Year ; | 


F 2 © How 
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Hou pleaſant tia to ſee . the melting Ray, * 
Smiling thro' Miſts that hover o'er the Day; Ine 
What charming Landſcapes do the Vallies yield, 
The Snow how brilliant that adorns the Field ; 
The leaf-leſs Branches of yon hoary Trees, 

Rob'd in new beauty, ſparkle as they freeze: 

Thoſe Hedges, late array'd in flow'ry Pride, 
That might for fragrance with the Roſe have vy d; 
Tho loſt their Sweets, are yet ſuperbly dreſt, 
And Nature's Hand impearls their ruſſet Veſt : 
See how the briery Twigs and pointed Thorn, 

Cruſted in glitt ring Froſt, the Scene adorn; : | 

Tranſparent Icicles, like Dew-Drops run, 

Wave in the Wind and ſparkle in the gun; 

The infant Corn ſhoots forth in verdant Blades, 

Diffuſing Softneſs o'er the op ning Gladeʒ 
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37 
No more the Herd on graſſy Meads are ſed ß; 
Or Be luxuriant on their Cowſlip Bed ; / 
The bleating Flocks no more on knot Graſs feed, 
© Nor tending Shepherd tunes his Paſt tal Reed; 
© But, in the litter d Stall and cloſe pen d Fold, 
© Exuking, view afar the Winter's Cold?- 

80 hard the Earth, that ſcarce a Step remains 

© To ſpeak-the docile Oxen's uſcful Pain; 

© Who, from the diſtant Shed, laborious beat 

© The hoatded Faggots of the former Year. 
Flown are the Tenants from the naked Groves, 

© In ſearch of warmer Climes to chaunt their Loves; 
gave the lone Titmouſe, twit'ring ill his Note, 
And hardy Wren, who {wells her little Throat; 
The Red-Breaſts too, ſtill tune domeſtick Song, 
And as they chirping call they hop along; 
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My willing Hand their preſſing Wants ſupply, 7 


N 


* 


A 


Ly 


* 


* 


Which thankful peckt, again they mount the Sky; 
Nor Snow, nor Froſt, prevents their Tribute Lay, 
Doſt thou; Ol _ ſuch — 

. . b 0 T! 

* — yon \ ſpreading Oak it, Shelter lends, 
Where diſtant Smoak in tow'ring Curves aſcends, 
Beneath that ruſtick Roof my Phillis dwells, 
That Maid who all our Village Maids excells ; _ 
Ev'n now, perhaps, her Thoughts delighted ropve 
On abſent Daphnis, and his faithful Love; 
Haply her Shepherd's Praiſe ſhe deigus to ſing, 
And chaunts ſoft Wiſhes for the diſtant Spring: 
For then our Flocks together ſweetly ſtray, 
And ſocial Converſe gilds each lovely Day; 
Sweet is her Converſe, beauteous too the Maid, 
Fair as the Spring in op ning Buds array d; 


Vet Charme more laſting my :AﬀeRions bind - »// | 

c . if V4 
br e 2 15971 Lin ond ic 

c uns lov'd her, ever Pats fic 

© Alexis Goats did o'er yon Mountain ftray ; 


« Explor'd the Cauſe of his diminiſht Flock; 


© He murder'd views, as o'er the Cliff he hung : 
© Now riſing Sighs Alexis Boſom ſwell, 
And guſhing Tears his honeſt Anguiſh tell; 

« For, oh! alas] my Father's poor, he cry'd, 

« Where ſhall I tray to get his Wants ſupplydꝰ 
Home can I ne'er return, ah | luckleſ Day; 

66 Ill fated Ot. 1 from me did ye hh per 1 


A 0 . 


. Ty K. 


« Attentive, Phillis in a pitying Tear, 
And bade him not of Providence deſpair ; 
* Then 


—— — — — — 


DAPH NIS, AFPASTONMA IA 39 


When the young Shepherd, from the bending Rock, 


© There his two Goats (the One was big with Young) 


| 
ii 


4% DAP ANA S. A PAS TOL. 
Then thus ſhe ſaid; Poor Shaphicrdy-wenp an 0% = 
« Indulgent Heay's:has giv'n me larger Store: 
« From my increaſing Fold two Goats;be thin, 
<« One too, with, young, good Youth av more gepine. 
With Joy the grateful Shepherd: wept once, me 
Her flowing Eyes again with Joy ran der, O n 
Whilſt I enraptur d wept, and Phillis praise d, 
Whoſe ſympathiaing Heart th afflicted raid. 


« O! Winter, be thou as thou wilt, ſevere, l 
This well tun d Flute ſhall charm each liſt ning Ear; 
While grateful Shepherds join in Phillis“ Praiſe, 

Jo her the trueſt, tend'reſt Notes I'll raiſe : 

* Though this keen Seaſon kills each beauteous Flow'r, 
* Nor winding Woodbines ſtray around you O.] f; 

© What tho' no Zephyrs ambient Incenſe breathe, 
A Chaplet for her Brow I yet can wreath ; 


* 
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F For the green Myrtle ſtill in Beauty grows, CE nal | 
© Nor yields in fragrance to the bluſhing Roſe : | | 
* And this ſoft warbling Bird, I've nurs'd fo long, 
© Shall grace the Preſent with mellifluous Song. 

© Be ſure, ſweet Songſter l to extend thy Throat, 
© And charm my Phillis with thy ſprightlieſt Note; 
© Then may ſhe liſten and with Joy approve, 

© Notes that remind her of her Daphnis Love. 


Thus ends the Shepherd's Carol for the Day, 
Alexis heard, and much approv'd the Lay. 
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ABSENCE OF DAPHNE. 
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ABSENCE OF DAPHN 


40 Behold yon breathing Proſpect bids the Muſe 


R E F LE E 2 arti S 


E. 


% Throw all her m4 forth. But who can paint 


te Like Nature. 


THOMPSON. 


Why loiten Daphne | whither does ſhe ſtray | 
Thy Damon calls, haſte Daphne, come away. 
She comes not yet l impatient heart be ſtill: 

I'll wait her coming near this murm'ring Rill, 
And the dull Interval of Time beguile, 

In viewing Myriads chear d by Nature's Smile. 


Not 
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Not you ye four by Pines 


2 gr 
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untain's Height; " 
Nor thou fall Stream, whoſe rapid Waters roll 55 
Like Thunder echoing from the diſtant Fels; im 
But you ſoft babbling Brooks that gently ftray, 

And midſt promiſcuous Sweets in Eddies play; 4 
While broad-leav'd Plants your glaſſy ax as; ""Y 
And Creſſes float upon your circling Tide; 

While vernal Flow'rs their dulcet Fragrance lend, 


And ofęr your Fes Stream in Cluſters bend. 


* 


j 1 


7 
With heedful Eyes VR view this turfy Grove, | * : 
See | how the Inſe&-World tranſported rove | | nad vo 


What od'rous Sweets thoſe Flow'ry Banks abr, 
And orient Drops profuſe. the Grafs array! 


The tall Blades waving like the Jofty Pine, 
While leeds Palin ke Jon , 


REFLECTION Has A an” viel 12A 8, 
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But not 4 E e 24 voy 1o/1 
Than the blue Violet "nid th num Fields; ft 10 
Emblem of ſacred Wiſdom, mock Ge PO 3 43 10/7 
Diffuſing Sweetn TELE 2 neſs t 8 8 Friend r F 931.1 
Whilſt other Flow'rs, leſs ſweet, leſz lovely fair, 
With ton ring Heads ſalute the ambient Airs Mug. 

Yet brea breathing Odours riſe profuſe from all, | 
Each offers Incenſe at the Morning's $ Call. 


* * 1 * 


Mark ſportive Swarms now hail the Sun's bright Ray, 
With Wings whoſe Colours gild the Face of Day; 
Here Beauty, Order, juſt Proportion ſhine, PO TY 
And chaunt — 4 The Hand that made us is Divitie.” -** 
But what ſweet Rloſſom's that which greets mine Bye" 1 
With Tints of Azure and the Tyrian Dye! 


How wanton Zephyrs ſporting o'er it phy! 91 £ 
But, ah! th' inchanted Flowret's flown FEW a old 


48 REFLECTIONS . ru Azzzxce e DAPHNE.” 
A Being animate He too can boaſ, 
For in the Butterfly the Bloſſom's loſt! 


* 
$ 
1 2 — * 
- * 
” 


Behold | yon Inſe& gaily ſportive ly, == + 
And charm, with varied Grace, th' aſtoniſh'd Eye; 
His jetty Scales in poliſh'd Order plac d, | 
And with rich ſcarlet Plumes his Sides are grac 4; 
That Pink attractive bids him ſweetly reſt, 
And hum the Paſſions of his little Breaſt ; 
Haply his abſent Mate inſpires his Notes, - 
Whilſt his ſoft Muſick in the Ether floats. | 
Ye gentle Zephyrs for a while be ſtill, 
O] ceaſe to flow awhile thou putling Rill, 
That I may hear this Minſtrel of the Grove, 
In ſweeteſt Accents tune his Song of Love: 
uch are its tender Sounds that ſcarce the Ear, 
Notes ſo refin'd, ſo delicate can hear; 


Such 
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Such the ConſtruQtion'of .its curious Moulds in: A 
Hardly the Eye the Fabrick can behold.,;1- +/+ 4: 


Ah! whence that ruſtling Sound? ſay flow'ry Bed! 
Each Roſe, each Lilly bends its wavy Head | 
Affrighted bends! for lo a hoſtile Train 
Of yellow Rovers hover o'er the Plain I 177 
The induſtrious Spoilers ev'ry Flow'r explore, 

And add new Fragrance to their balmy Store; 
With equal Ardour diligently ſtray, 4: - A el 
Then rapt'rous bear their honey d Prize away. 7 


There, in that Trefoil Shade, expanded liese 
The late Deceiver of my dazzled Eyes 
Th' enamel'd Wings ſeem burniſh'd freſh with Gold, 
Now cautious ſpread, and now together fold; ++. 
Gay, gaudy Fly | go, hover o'er that Stream 
And mark thy Beauty in the paſſing Gleam ; 


H 80 
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So wile thou emulate the Fair, the Gay, 


Who waſte at Toilets their long uſcleſ Day; - | | 
Yet all that N ature, Pomp, or Beauty bleſs, | 


Muſt yield to thee i in Elegance of Dreſs. 


But Zephyr now begins a zougher Breeze, 
And Guſts impetuous rend the qui ring Tregss._ 
Each frighted Inſect to his Shed repairs, 

Till Nature's Brow a calmer Aſpect wears, 


Soft! now; what Phantom e on my - View, 
| Rob'd like the Rainbow in each vary'd Hue? 

Hide me ye Flow 'r l tis Hyacigth, the Gay, 
Trampling your Sweets he haſtens on his Way; 

In vain, for. him, luxuriant Nature ſpreads 
Her moſſy Carpets, her embroider' d Meads: 
Inſects and Plants, what odious hateful Things | 

Sure trivial, Rapture from ſuch, Sources ſpripgs ! 


Sol 


J 
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Sol too, effulging thro' the roſeate Morn, 


Paints Scenes thy radiant Eyes behold with Scorn; 


Such antique Pleaſutes poliſh'd Youths deſpiſe, 


More ſtriking Beauties dwell in Hatriot's Eyes ; 
To her he flies, the gay Beau-Monde are there, 
Soft, well dreſt Youths, and giddy, gaudy Fair : 


Forgive, OI Hyacinth, my want of Taſte, 
I ſee no Beauty in a deſert Wafte ; 
On Pleaſure's Wings your rapid Moments fly, 
While Nature and her God neglexted lye. 

But ſee l my fovefy Daphne now appears, 
She comes all Sweetneſs and diſpells my Fears, 


Adieu ye Flow'rs, ye Lawns, thou purling Rill, 
My Daphne comes, and now my Heart is ſtill : 


And you, ye Tenants of the fragrant Grove, 


Oft ſhall my Steps amidſt your Dwellings rove; 


H 2 


Delights 
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Delights like theſe my raviſh'd Soul refine, 
I taſte the Bleſſings of a Hand Divine; 
H ere uſeful, beautiful, united prove 

T heir Maker, God of Harmony and Love, 


But ſee | my Daphne's come, in Green array d, 
The happy Zephyrs kiſs the beauteous Maid; 
Gentle her Smiles, her Eyes benignly bright, 

Vet loſt on me were that inchanting Sight, 

Did not her modeſt, her attractive Mien, 
Conſcious imply the Graces dwell within s 
Benevolence and Truth her Steps attend, 

And ev'ry Virtue owns her for a Friend. 
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« Self-Love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 
% Gives thee to make thy Neighbour s Ble 


ſſing thine.” 


Pore. 


Wurn Sol, one Morn, his Rays intenſely ſhed, 
With feerching Luftre on the. Trav ler's Head, 

The young Amyntas, from his carly Tail, 

Was Home returning, loaded with his ſpoil ; 

Three beechen Poles were o'er his Shoulders hung, 
While in his nervous Hand a Hatchet ſwung; 

With Heat and Labour tir d, th' induſtrious Swain 
Haſtes on for Shelter o'er the burning Plain. 


Behold 


f 
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Bchold a Wood that ſtrait before him l. . 
Hither with Ardour he purſues his Way; 
The ſpreading Oaks their Foliage round him bend, 
And Moſs-grown Seats relief propitious lend 

A rapid Stream meander'd thro' the Grove, 

Where Dryad Nymphs in ſultry Dog-Days roye 3 
Cloſe by whoſe Banks an infant Oak uprear 'd 5 

Its lender Trunk, and languiſhing appear d; 

The impetuous Stream had ſhook its tender a 
And rudely robb'd it of the nurt' ring Mold. 1 y 
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50 I deep fetch'd: Sigh, ' - 

| Alas l. ho en d, 4 ris hq dos holt dye, 
« Bre yet Ae es this verdant Bed, 
Or ere thy Leaves maturer Beauties ed; 
4 Forbid it Fate] this Hand ſhall fence thee round, 
| ce Theſe beechen Poles ſhall guard thy ravag'd Ground: 
e 


Then moiſt ned Barth arguod. the Root, he * 
And nnn W Bed. 


7 


And now prepares tp quit the ſhelꝭ ring Grove, 
When, lo] a Voice of ſoft inchanting Sound 


And calls Amyntas | He aſtoniſh d ſtande, 

His Hatchet falling from his trembling Hands; 

When thus the Syren Dryad of the Oak, 

For ſuck ſhe was, in ſafteſt Accents ſpoke. 
821. 


cc With whom Compaſſion never pleads in vain, 
gay what Return my willing Hand ſhall pay 
« For that Benevolence thy Deeds diſplay ; 
« Speak thy Deſire, ſhall India's: Wealth: ho thine? 
ll fetch thee Treaſures from Peruvia's Mine 
| I 


Iſſues he knows not whence, from Tree or Ground, 


cc „ Takia geneleſt of the ruſtick Train 
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Now plead by en bis Toil — prove, oy | 


N 
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« 1 know thy Wang, five Rwes thy only Store.;- melt 


Speak, Shepherd, ſpeak 3uand L erert my P. 


« My favourite Tree, thy gentle Care celieves, 
« Thy timely ET uf 
e With grateful Ardour'I attend thy Will, 


cc Speak but * Wiſh,, and I that waa fue. 05 


. 
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For ſordid Wealth my Boſom never burns; | 
© But if, indeed, thy kind indulgent Care, 
Attends my. Will, and waits to crown my Prayer; 
© Reſtore Palemon to his wonted Health, 


* Friendſhip, like his exceeds all other Wealth; 
c Drooping, ſince Harveſt, more and more he bends ; ; 
© Reſtore, 01 gentle arb. the beſt of Friends. 


The youd'ring Ne- heard: * gen'rous Pays 
And made the Shepherds her rer, Care; 


8 
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Palemon-pladdens in returning Health, ' 
The good Amyntas finds increaſe of Wealth ; 

And as the Gods Benevolence approve,  *' 
They ſhower'd unnumber'd Bleſſings from above. 
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The moſt noble Fraxcis Marquis of TAVISTOCK. 
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1 M8 
The moſt noble FAN Marquis of TAVISTOCK. 


THE dread, Almighty Fiat is fuld, 

And virtuous Taviſtock ſubmiſſive bows ; : 
Serenely mild, performs what Heav'n has will'd, " = 
Though long retarded by ten thouſand Vows. 


For 


raid to Hear the t Hye 
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For Him, but ah! can Words derte ber Grief, 
A virtuous tender Wife impibring Heav'n, * 
In ſpeechleſs Agony intreats Relief, 
And hopes the awful Sentence yet's ungiv'n. 


But what avail the fond, N Boyne: 
' Who dares almighty Widom to arraign? - 
That Pow'r, who ſorm'd him, — 
And to the immortal Youth announ d his Claim. 
Nor 
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Nor Birth, nor Titles, his all-Geicg Bye 
eri Ren of the Shun 
E'er eſtimates ; thoſe airy Phantoms fly, 
And in the purer Spirit hold no Part. 3 ae: 


More glorious Titles, TAvis rock, were thine ; 
Though born and bred in Fortune's downy Neſt, 
An early Votary at Virtue's Shrine, 

Of all thy Honours ſure thy Heart was beſt. - 


That was to Heav'n a Sacrifice refin'd, 
Thy Deeds like fragrant Incenſe reach'd the Skies ; 
And as too good to dwell with Humankind, 
Thy great Rewarder bade thy Spirit riſe. 


It mounting flew, on Seraph's Wings upborne, 


And ſaw ætherial Worlds with glad Surpriſe ; 
Where midſt the Sons of ever-blooming Morn, 
Thy faithful Emily * attracts thine Eyes. 


Charles Emily, Eſq; Author of Death, a Poem, addreſſed to the Marquis. 
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But 


66 ELBGY on Tus MARQUIS or TAVISTOCK. 


But, O] forgive bright Shade the impious Lay, 
That dares thy Worth, that dares thy Bliſs depaint ; 
What mortal Thought can heav'nly Joys diſplay, 
Or ſpeak the glowing Raptures of che gaint. 


But may ſweet Patience, ſmiling Cherub fly, 
And from her bright Abode with Speed deſcend 3 

To wipe the bitter Tear from Sorrow's Eye, 
And ſooth the Wife, the Parent, Siſter, Friend. 


For great her Might, by ſacred Reaſon join d, 
To calm the Paſſione, to ſubdue the Will; 

Hence flows Submiſſion, ſteady and refign'd, 
That gilds through varying Life, the nauſeous Pill. 


That healing Paw'r will ſhew the blooming Pair, 
That lov'd, lamented, Tavrsrocs bequeaths ; 
The tend'reſt Objects of parental Care, 
In whom, again, the noble Father breatbes. 
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There, there l illuſtrious Partners of Diſtreſs, 
With doubled Tenderneſs your Cares imploy ; 
Thoſe dear Depoſites will your Woes repreſs, 
And bid your anxious Boſoms feel new Joy. 
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—_ 
Written on the DEATH of his GRACE the moſt 
Noble JOHN Duxe of B EDF OR D. 


| JusT when the hurrying Dream of Life is o'er, 
And Death, grim-Monarch, beckons to his here; 
Our waken d Senſes view, with ſad Diſmay, 
Their idle-Labours thro the mazey Way: 

Or if indulgent 'Heav'n our Span extends, 
His reftleſs/ Darts can wound us thro' our Friend; 
Or where the Great, whoſe Talents largely giv'n, 
Proclaim them Stewards of the Gifts of Heav'n, 
Yield up their All to Man's relentleſs Foe ; 
Appal'd we ſhudder at the fatal Blow. = 


Long, noble BzDsonp, pinnacl'd an high, 
Soar'd like a tow'ring Eagle thro! the Sky; 
By Birth illuſtrious, Wealth and Titles bore, 
But now the gayly gilded Scene i is O er; · 
9 
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And even while Fortune, with her choiceſt Gales, 
Wirh freſheſt Breezes, fill'd his ſwelling Sail, 
Still bittereſt Trials mark'd the varied Plan, 
And taught the feeling Mortal he was Man. 
While party Bigots ſtrove to blaſt his Fame, 
Dark Envy's Shafts in baleful Myriads came; 
Not one humane, one gen rous Deed reveal d, 
His Acts miſconſtru' d, and his Worth conceal d: 
Yet ſlight theſe Wounds to what the Sire muſt bear, 
When bleeding Nature barr'd the ſtruggling Tear; 
When a lov'd Son, his own, his Country's Pride, 
In Youth, in blooming Virtue, timeleſs dy'd, 
When his fair faithful Mate, with Woes o'erpreſt, 
Flew to her much lov'd Lord in ſearch of Reſt ; 
Theſe, noble BzpxorD, were as Leſſons given, 
Thy Soul to wean from Earth and wing to Heaven: 
Obedience taught, thou didſt thy God adore, _ 
And full of ſteady Faith his Will explore 


Serene, 


Ox Tus DZATRH or THE Duke oF BEDFORD. 


Serene, in Death, thy feeble Voice couldf raiſe, 


And tune, in parting Strains, thy Maker's Praiſe : 
Here Envy's Self approves the friendly Tear, 
And owns her keeneſt Darts are blunted here. 
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Now yellow Leaves in winnow'd Ruins mourn 
Their vaniſh'd Bloom, and Winter's dire Return; 
Now the gray Miſts, on Hill and Mountain Hoar, 
Proclaim the genial Pride of Summer o'er ; 

The rocking Whirlwind whiſtles o'er the Heath, 
Dark rolls the River thro' the Plain beneath; 
High on the Summit of yon lofty Hill, 

Where ambient Clouds etherial Sweets diſtill, 
That lonely Tree denotes the turfy Grave, 

Of youthful Connal, mighty, virtuous, brave ! 


L 2 Then 
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There Autamin's Spoils} in Tufflings Hops adorn 
The facred Spot that holds his timeleſs Uri; 1 
There, when drear Midnight holds het foletnn Reign, 
And ſpreads her ſable Mantle o'er the Plain, 

Glide airy Forms, as bright as Cynthia's Beam, 
That with ſoft Luſtre dances on the Stream, 

Splendid, tho' wan, reflecting Rays, they dart, 
Amaze the Eye, while _ aſtone the Heart. 


Yes, noble Connal's number'd with the Dead, : 
No more ſhalb Trophies crown his valiant Head: 
Far were their clanging Armours heard around, 
While mangked Heroes ſtrew'd the Gore-drench'd Ground, 
And frighted Echo, in her vaulted Cave, 
Redoubled heard, and told the Blows they gave. 


Dire 


ä 

TRE FIFTH FRAGMENT OF FINGAL, 77 
Dire were the Wars of Fingal's glorious Line, 
For there did Connal Life and Pow'r refign ; 
Connal, whoſe Arm was mighty as a Storm, 
Bright as his glitt'ring Sword his ſtriking Form ; 
Erect his tow'ring Mien as yon tall Rock, 
Whoſe thymy Border feeds my wand'ring Flock ; 
His darting Eyes the native Fire confeſt, 
That glow'd with honeſt Ardour in his Breaſt : 
Loud was his Voice when heard in War's. Alarms, 
And conq'ring Heroes bow'd to Connal's Arms; 
Each Warrior's Sword to his became a Toy, 
They fell like Thiſtles by the playful Boy. 


The mighty Dargo, black as Clouds that low'r, 
With Brow impatient waits the deſtin'd Hour; 
His rolling Eye-Balls horrid Fury glare, 

And ſcowling Aſpect bids for War prepare; 


Advanc'd 
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Advanc' d, iti haſty Strides, veſalo d to try n 
Young Connal's Might, and Cong ror live or die; 


Fierce was their Combat, dire the Clang of Steel, 


While each, by turns, the biting Falchion ſeel | 
Fate ſilent view'd, the Conqueſt doubtful grep, 
When near the Chiefs the fair Crimora drew, 
Great Rinval's Daughter, beauteous as the Morn, 
Clad in gay Arms, ſuch Arms as Youths adorn ; 
er curling Treſſes, flowing looſe behind, 
Were toſs'd in fweet Diſorder by the Wind; 
Sharp pointed Arrows her left Arm embrace, 
While a tough Bow her beauteous Fingers grace ; 


In this Diſguiſe ſhe views her much lov'd Youth, 


For bound to-Connal was her plighted Truth; 
His Life ſhe fear d, then quick an Arrow drew, 
Which pierc'd unerring, yet in Error flew; 


For 
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For, hapleſs Maid, in Connal's faithful Breaſt, > 

Behold, the whizzing Arrow ſtands confeſs d. 

Like a fall'n Oak, extended on the Plain, 

He thund' ring fell, and eruſh d the meer. . 6M 

Or like a rifted Rock, by Tempeſts torn, | ot 

Strewing the Plain which once it did adorn.” 
The ſad Crimora, pale, transfix'd with Grief, 

Aſtoniſh'd ſtands, nor dares attempt Relief; 

While bath'd in purple Streams he gaſping lies, 

Fault'ring attempts her Name, then groans and dies; 

Her Connal dies, can fair Crimora live? 

What Joy can Life without her Connal give? 

Each tedious Night, and each returning Day, 

Her Connal's Name re-echo'd in her Lay ; 

O! Death ſhe cries, is Connal then no more, 7 

Unite us Tyrant on ſome happier Shore: 


Death 


% THE FIFTH FRAGMENT OF FINGAL: 


Death heard, admir'd, and ſeiz d the lovely Maid, 
And now with Connal's are her Afhes laid; 6.1 
There Earth enfolds the trueſt, brighteſt Pair, 
The valiant Hero, and the virtuous Fair; 
The tufted Graſs with livelier Verdure grows, 
And there the earlieſt, ſweeteſt Violet blows ; 
While I, extended in this penſive Shade, 

Of mournful Yew and drooping Cypreſs made, 
Hear ruſtling Winds in plaintive Murmurs tell, 
How Connal conquer'd, and how Connal fell: 
While aching Mem'ry ſtill the Pair purſues, 
That conſcious Plain my mellow'd Grief renews ; 
Nor Age, nor Time, theſe Traces can deſtroy, 
For Woe writes deeper Characters than Joy : 
There peace-encircled may their Aſhes lie, 
Nor Connal's Fame, nor bright Crimora's die. 
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Or p oddan, on a molly Seat zeclin' d, 
In feeble Accents, eas d his lab ring Mind; 
Sole fad Survivor of great Fingal's Race, 
Wrinkled, by Time and Grief, his furrow'd Face; 
Dim were his faded Eyes, his floecy Hair | 
Might with the virgin 8now for white compare ; 
His Beard, in waving Treſſes, crown'd his Breaſt, 
That frequent heav'd by ſad Remembrance preſt; 
Nor quite had Age the languid Current froze, 
Freſh to his aching Senſe Reflection roſe ; 


M 2 


Paſt 
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Paſt Sorrows recent ſeem, and till impart 


'New Throbs of Anguiſh-to his bleeding · Heart. 


© Oh! where's my King, my Father, now he cry'd, 


And where his valiant Sons that round him dy'd ; 
Oſcar, my Son, my Olcar 1 deplore, f F 
Why do I live! fince Oſcar is no more: 
O royal Fingal, where's our mighty Race? (. 
And where the Glories we were wont to trace? 
Where now each valiant Youth ? each blooming Maid ? 
Low in their earthy Bed for ever laid; | 
I graſp, I feel the turfy Hillocks rife,” 

My Hands are faithful tho' too weak my "=p IF 
The murmuting River hoarſly rolls along, 
And in deep Cadence joins'my plaintive Song; 
No more, thou ſwelling Stream, my Woes renew, | 
Without thy Aid I can my Tale purſue; 


- - - — — - . — 
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© Forbear thy Murmurs, ah | awhile forbear, ' 

Nor draw from fightleſs Eyes the briny Tear; 

For thou recall'ſt, what Mem'ry fain would hide— 

© Great Fingal's Sons, array'd in War-like Pride, 
Did on thy Banks in glitt'ring Armour ſhine, 

© Erect, and lofty, as the Mountain Pine; 

© Thy trembling Banks our Weight could ſcarce ſuſtain, 
© Thy Waves affrighted ſought the diſtant Main. 


© Great was the Day, when Fillan, thou wert there, 
* Fam'd for majeſtick Mein and pond'rous Spear: 
© Oſcar, my valiant Son, his Numbers flew, _ 
And 'midſt embattled Ranks a Terror threw ; 
© Fingal, the Great, the Pride of Age appears, 
© Comely, ere, tho filver'd o'er with Years: 
His nervous Hand, ne'er drew the Bow in vain, . 


For, by each whizzing Arrow, Chiefs were lain : 


© Then 


| 
| 
| 
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With his keen Falchion mow'd: his pucple-Way 3 /. - 

© Talleſt of Men, young Gaul, his Father's Pride, 

Wich many a noble Warrior, by. his Side. 

© Grac'd like a tow ring Oak th embattl'd Plain, 

And view d, with haughty Afpect, thouſands ſlain: 

Which in ſtrong Ourrentꝭ tears che Mountain's Side ;* 

5 Fingal! he cry d, why ſingly wilt thou reign, 

« Unit the Doils of Empire to fuſtain ??? 

© Thon Son-of mighty Corral, gray with Years 

« Behold I a rival-King, in me appears; 
« Agile my Arm the Sceptre well to wirld, . 

The Sword to brandiſh, ur wo grafp the Shield; 

«© Able my Brow the regal Gold to wear, 

%% Wall can any Mind the Toils of Empire bear; 


« For 
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For I ali firariy ae Boreas en the Munz 
« Or as a Whirlwind ſweeping o er the Planz 
* Then Fingal yield, the Diadem reſign, 0 fell L | 
e Thy Life and Empire clfe ſhall ſoom be mine. 


© Ofcar, my Son, the hanghty Boaſler heard, 
And ſwift his nervous Arm for Combat rear d; 
But mighty Fingal, fmiling in Diſdain, 
Approach d the inſulting Hero of the Plain; 
« Oſcar begone, he cry d, behold me here, 
« That rival King whom: Money's Son ſhall fear: 
Then, with redeaibled Blows, the Heroes join, 
© And Nature's Gifts with active Art combine; 
With ſturdy Arms in rude Embrace they meet, 
* And tear the rugged Ground with ſtruggling Feet ; 
© Like a toſt Skiff, which daſhing Waves tebound, // 
© Their crackling Sinews echo d all around: 


Long 


88 THE EIGHTH FRAGMENT: OF FINGAL: 


Long did they Toil, with equal Skill and Might, 
© Feen till the Sun was wrapt in-duſky Night; 

© Then, like two falling Oaks, they ccruſh'd the Field, 
| And Morney's Son was late conſtrain d to oe: "Is 
1 The aged conquers, Gaul is overcome, | 
And waits, in captive Bonds, his hapleſs Doom; 
© When lol a beauteous Form our Wonder drew, 
© With radiant Eyes o'ercharg'd with pearly Dew 3 
sweet as the Morn, and as the Rainbow fair, 
With Neck of Snow, and Braids of golden Hair; 
Gentle ſhe ſeem'd as Spirits of the Hill, 
Which high Beheſts with tender Care fulfil; 
* Such Minvane was, ſor ſoon the lovely Maid 
© Herſelf declar'd, and thus to Fingal ſaid.” 


« Ol mighty King, regard with gracious Ear, 
« And grant, O] inſtant grant, my earneſt Prayer; 


c Looſe 
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« Looſe me the Bands of Gaul, my Brother free, 
« Who never own'd a Conqueror but thee ; 

« Reſtore, O! quickly to my fond Embrace, 

« His Siſter's Joy, the Pride of all his Race.” 


* Admiring Fingal gently made Reply; 
« Lives there a Man that can thy ſuit deny, 
« Thou lovely Minvane ! Daughter of the Hill, 
« T hy ev'ry Wiſh with Rapture I fulfil ; 
« Yes, Maiden fairer than the northern Snow, 
« Sweet as the opening Roſes fragrant glow, 
« The valiant Gaul be thine, I burſt his Chain, 
« Nor from thy tender Breaſt one Joy detain.” 


© With gentle Accents thus he cheer'd the Maid, 
© Yet here, alas! are now his Aſhes laid; 
© Mute now that Tongue ſo often wont to charm, 


© Clos'd the keen Eye, unſtrung the nervous Arm; 


N While 


go THE EIGHTH FRAGMENT OF FINGAL. 


Lay 


While old and ſightleſs I his Deeds relate, 
And fondly wreſt them from devouring Fate; 
His honour'd Tomb with pious Tears bedew, 

And while I ſtrive to ſooth my Grieſs renew. 
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« The Soul, which Conſtancy inſpires, has Pow'r to climb 
« To all the Heights ſublime 
« Of Virtue's tow'ring Hill.“ 
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Love, powerful Love, impatient of Controul, 
Softens the Heart, and animates the Soul; 
That Love refin'd that can the Magick boaſt, 
Of Warmth unchang'd amidſt eternal Froſt : 
Witneſs fair Ajutt, Pride of Icy Plains, 
Where Darknls Half the Year triumphant reigns, 
And faithful gen'rous Anningait, the Youth, 
By Love taught Softneſs, by that Softneſs Truth : 


Both 


| 
| 
| 
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Both flouriſh'd ſweet on Greenland's rigid Coaſt, 
Pure as its Snow, and conſtant as its Froſt ; 

No poliſh'd Arts of ſpecious Vice they knew, 

The Youth was noble, and the Maid was true 3 
From earlieſt Dawn their Charms no Rival ſaw, 
By Nature bleſs d beyond her uſual Law; | 

No Greenland-Swain like Anningait could dare, | 
To fix th' Harpoon, or rouſe the Whale to war ; 
From his firm Hand the unerring Jav'lin flv, 
His Bark deep loaded by the Seal he flew; 
Bleſs'd in his Friends, illuſtrious was his Race, 
Grac'd by his Birth, his Birth his Actions grace. 


'T was at a ſolemn Feaſt in Greenland held, 
Where beauteous Ajutt ey'ry Nymph excell dd,. 
That Anningait firſt ſaw the blooming Fair, 
With modeſt Senſe, and unaffected Air ; 
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He gaz'd with Rapture! Ajutt did the ſame | 
Their Souls, congenial, caught the riſing Flame; 
On her, alone, he fix'd his firm Regard, 

The choiceſt Whale was to her Board prefer'd 3 

A ſpotleſs Ermine (Emblem of her Mind) 

To deck her Shoulders he from his teſign d; 
With theſe a Gift of greater Worth beſtow'd, 

A Heart all Her's, a Heart ſupremely good ; 

To ſing her Charms his artleſs Voice was fir d, 
Thus flow'd the Lay which Love and ſhe inſpir'd: 


* Ajutt, more beauteous than th' willowy Shade, 
* Fragrant as Mount-T hyme, inchanting Maid, 
© Whoſe taper Fingers white and poliſh'd are, 
© As Morſe's Teeth, and nimble as the Hare; 
Thy Smiles as grateful as diflolving Snow, 
© When welcome Sun-Shine bids our Lakes o'erflow ; 


© Far 


96 AN NINGAIT AND AJUTT. 


Far as eer Thought can trace I'll thee purſue, 

And be thy Lover and thy Guardian too; 
No Pow'r ſhall Ajutt from her Love divide, 

© Nor midland Cliffs, nor eaſtern Caverns hide; 
Not he, of Maids the Foe, that Giant fell, 

* Curs'd Haffgufa, that loves in Caves to dwell ; 

© Nor Amarock, that ev'ry Breaſt alarms, 

© Should tear my beauteous Ajutt from my Arms; 

And may that Wretch, if ſuch a Wretch there be, 

© That envious would divide my Love and me, 

© Be in his Icy Bed in filence laid, : 

© Reft of his Bow, nor wept by faithful Maid ; | 

And in the Land of Souls when he arrives, 

© And new to Life in that dread Clime revives, 

© May then his Scull the burning Drops receive 


From ſtarry Lamps, nor have one Friend to grieve.” 


Th' 
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Th' attentive Fiſhers, Greenland's choiceſt denne, | 
Enraptur'd, liſten and approve his Strains; 
The Nymphs on Ajutt caſt an envious Eye, 
And wiſh their Fate with ſuch a Swain to tfy ; 
While ſhe, tho' pleaz'd, exults in Beauty's Pride, 
The tender Flame ſhe feels, reſoly'd to hide, 


But now the long expected God of Day, 
Began once more on ſparkling Froſt to play ; 
The Snow diſſolves, long ſtagnant Waters riſe, 
A new Creation greets their raptur'd Eyes ; 
The Greenland Youths, the happy Omen hail, 
Prepare for Combat with the mighty Whale ; 
With active Ardour all renew their Toil, 
And count in Thought the Treaſures of their Oil ; 
Foremoſt, in all, ſee Anningait appear, 
For lovely Ajutt deigns the Toil to ſhare: 


O Her 


4 
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Her Preſence animates the Hero's Mind, 

He ruſh'd on Danger fleeter than the Wind, 

With agile Arm th' aſtoniſh'd Sea-Horſe ſtrook, 

And drew him, panting, on his well fix d Hook; 

In utmoſt Depths the diving Seal purſu' d, 

And pierc'd the Whale, with ſinewy Strength endu'd: 

And when, with loaded Bark, to Land they ſteer, 
With active Skill he caught the dappled Deer; 

Their gloſſy Skins he dreſs'd to deck his Bride, 

But Hope and anxious Fear his Breaſt divide; 

For ſtill fair Ajutt further Proof demands, 

Ere nuptial Rites ſhould join their plighted Hands; 

To diſtant Shores commands the Youth to rove, 

To find if Abſence could abate his Love ; 

In ſearch of wand'ring Whales ſhe bids. him roam, 
To crown their Board when Winter call'd him Home; 


He 
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He muſt comply, implicit he obeys, 

Her Will his Law, what more a Lover ſways ? 
Yet, ere he parts, her Tent with Flow'rs he ſtrews, 
Refreſh'd with Sweeteſt of the Iceland Dews ; 
Balmy as Ajutt's Breath, the new born Flow'rs, 
Might vie for Fragrance with Arcadian Bow'rs ; 
Theſe as he ſtrew'd, to Ajutt thus he ſaid, 

© Attend, and mark, inexorable Maid: 

* See in theſe Bloſſoms, Beauty's ſhort-liv'd Pow'r, 
© Beauty as fading as the Morning Flow'r; 

© This Hour preſents them lovely to thy View, 


© Impearl'd with Fragrance, deck'd in orient Dew. 
Another comes, no more they cheer thine Eye, 

© Andere a Third revolves, they droop and die ; 

* Such, my lov'd Ajutt, is the Life we boaſt, 

A tranſient Dream, which ere enjoy'd is loſt : 


O 2 © Why 
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© Why wilt thou then enforce this hirſh Command, 
© And drive me wretched to ſome diſtant Strand ? 
Why wilt thou not my plighted Vows receive, 

© And be my Partner on the boiſt'rous Wave ? 

© Then could I fearleſs, ev'ry Danger try, 

© What Danget can I dread when Ajutt's nigh ? 

© Ol Virgin, beauteous as the ſunny Beam, 
Which glitt'ring dances on the limpid Stream, 

© Once more reflect, tecall the ſad Decree, 

© Be juſt to Ajutt, and be kind to me; 

© Think, ere I go, what Froſts, what Fogs may riſe, 
And join'd, preclude my Charmer from my Eyes; 
Thou know'ſt, my Fair, ourClime, condemn d to Froſt, 
Of Days and Nights alternate cannot boaſt, 
© Like thoſe gay Climes, by lying Strangers told, 

© Where Houſes ſcreen them from inclement Cold; 


©« Ere 
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© Ere my Return dread Winter's Bird may ſing, 

And Night o'ertake me with an Eagle's Wing; 

© What then, in thoſe lone Months, can cheer my Soul ? 
© Not Seal delicious, nor the flowing Bowl ; 

© The flaming Lamps without thy Eyes would fade, 

© Nor healing Oil could cure the Wound they've made.” 


In vain the Youth, his utmoſt Art eſſay d, 
Perſuaſion mov d not, nor ſoft Pity ſway d; 
But ere he went, his laſt Reſpe& to ſhew, 
Seven Ermine Skins, that rival'd Greenland's Snow, 
With Five fair Swans, he as a Tribute gave, 
And Seals freſh bleeding from the briny Wave, 
With Marble Lamps, and Oil of curious Taſte, 
To deck her Board, and crown the rich Repaſt : 
With Joy refin'd, this Gift the Nymph receiv'd, 
Sweet Proof of Love, from him in whom ſhe liv'd ; 


Then 
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Then trembling wiſh'd the parting Pang was o'er, 
While pitying Sighs her love-lorn' Boſom tore. 


The ready Boat the tardy Youth upbraids, 
e And frequent Summons from the rowing Maids : 
I come, he cries; my Ajutt, lov'd, adieu 
Forget me not, my Fair—be juſt — be true? 
The Words, by Grief, half frozen on his Tongue, 
He figh'd —She wept—and on his Boſom hung; 
Then vow'd unchanging Love, and fervent pray d 
Each Pow'r to guard him for his faithful Maid ; 
And that no Syren, Mermaid of the Deep, 
Might ſnatch her Love, and leave her Heart to weep : 
With her's, his own he joins, and prays each Pow'r 
To guard his Maid, and haſte their nuptial Hour ; 
Then onward moves — Now looks a laſt Adieu, 
While tender Eloquence his Cheeks bedew: 
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Thrice he attempts his floating Bark to leave, 
And ſwim to Ajutt o'er the daſhing Wave; 

Like ſome fair Image Ajutt lifeleſs ſtands, 

Surveys his Boat, and marks the printed Sands; 
Till Waves and Rocks her Proſpect intercept, 
Her Hutt then ſought, and there in private wept. 


But now the greeneſt Moſs ſhe culls with Care, 
And dries the Graſs for Anningait to wear ; 
Of ſofteſt Skins a fiſhing Coat ſhe wrought, 
Of curious Form, like him of whom ſhe thought ; 
A Boat of tougheſt Skins together ſew'd, 
And as ſhe work'd each tender Vow renew'd ; 
Then in ſoft Numbers each good Genius prays, 
To guide her Swain thro' Terror's pathleſs Ways ; 
And that his nervous Arms might ſtronger prove, 
Than the fierce Bear, nor aught annoy her Love; 


That 
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That his ſwift Darts unerring he might gude, 
That his tough Boat might bravely ſtem the Tide 
That the crack'd Ice might ne'er deeper 3 . 
That his Harpoon might never miſe the * 
Thus in lone Sadneſs Ajutt ſtill remains, 
Nor joins the Maidens on the jocund Plains; b 
Her Locks unbraided o'er her Shoulders flow, 
In beauteous Negligence and Pomp of Woe ; 
The rural Sports ſhe now no more adorns, N 
Nor thinks of Joy till Anningait returns; + 
While he, by Calms detain d, or Tempeſt toſt, 
Vainly attempts to reach the deſtin'd Coaſt ; 
Sighing he ſtands, and views the rufiled Main, 
And thus to Life compares the varied gc ene. 


„ol frail, uncertain State, where ſhall we Hd 
A truer Emblem of the Human Mind, 


© Than 
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© Than in the floating Ice, by Billows toſt, 

© It tow'rs on High, there ſparkles and is loſt? 
The Sun Beams bright, diſſolve the glitt ring Toy, 
And Rocks that lurk in Ambuſh to deſtroy; 

Each Cauſe concurs this ſacred Truth to prove, | 

© No Joys are permanent but thoſe, abe. 
© What art thou, Pleaſure? fleeting as a Dream, 

© Which ſudden blazes like a northern Gleam, | 
© That plays a Moment on our dazzled Eyes, 

© Then palls, and fades, and in an inſtant dies! 

What Love art thou? the Whirlpool of our Reſt, 
© The fatal Edy of the human Breaſt, | | 
© The ſoft Senſation that unſeen obtains. 

* Such ſovereign, Pow'r ſoon abſolute. it reigns! 

Had not my Eyes, thy Charms, O] Ajutt, trac'd, 
The ſweet Expreſſions that thy Perſon grac'd, 
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The winning ſoſtneſe and th atttacting Mien. 
* Which conſcious: ſpoke the Graces dwelt within; 
© Then had I ſtill with downy Eaſe been bleſt. 
« Slept_like the careleſs Morſe in vacant! Reſt z | 
Joyous as Minſtrels in the ſtarry Sphere, 
Had felt no Grief, a Stranger ſtill to Fear: 
But if my lovely Fair will true remain, 
How light each Toil, how ouerpaid each Pain; 
That ſweet Reflection ſhall my Peace reſtore, 
She's true as fair, and we ſhall part no more: 
© That Thought, my Ajutt, ſhall my Nerves new brace, 
£ T'll hunt the Rein-Deer with-unwearied Chace; 
A few Weeks paſt then loaded I'll return, 
And Love's pure Flame for us ſhall grateful burn; 
Roefiſh and Porpoiſe ſhall thy kindred feaſt, 
And thou ſhalt ſmile on ev'ry friendly Gueſt ; 


Foy + 7 * 
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© The Seals töugh Skins ſhall ſe. een thee from the Cold, 
The Fox and Hare ſhall Ajatt's Couch enfold'; | '' 
© The marble Lamps with ſweeteſt Oil VII Gly 
© To light thy Tent, and fragrant Fumes diſtill; 
« Haſte then, Ot Time, add Swiftneſs to thy Flight, 

© Haſte and reſtore my Ajutt to my Sight.” | | 


Thus was the Youth by Turns a Captive led, 
By ſmiling Hope, Diſmay, and anxious Dread; 
Till rous'd by ſpouting Whales, his Ardout glows, 
And with new Courage to the Fight he goes: 
Ajutt, a ſad Rechuſe from all ſhe lov'd, 
Retirement woo'd, by ſocial Joys unmov'd; © 7 
And true to Love, as is ti attrafted Steel, 595 
In Thought felt ev ry Woe that he night fel. 


Once, as ſhe ſtray d, by gentle Labour led, 
Drying ſoft Skins to deck her Lover's Bed, 
r P 2 Nornſuck, 
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Nornſuck, a mighty Chief among their dͥ]¹j ts, 
Return d from hunting oer the diſtant Plains; 
The lovely Maid he view'd, with ſoft Surptize, 
An inſtant Victim to her conq'ring Eyes 
Fair without gaudy Pomp, or ſtudied Art. 
Her native Beauty ſtruck the Heroes Heart; 
By Love o'er-aw'd, whoſe Pow'r he now firſt knew, 
Speechleſs he gaz d, and-wiſt not what to do; 
But ready Hope her flatt'ring Council lends, 

And bids him gain the Fair One by her Friends; 
For much he fear'd his Suit to Ajutt vain n 
Yet bleſt the Abſence of her favour'd Swain R 
Revolv'd with Joy his Birth, his mighty Store, 

For great his Wealth, no Greenland Swain had more ; 
on theſe depends her Parent's Faith to try, 
And hopes their Pow'r might win her to comply; 


ANNINGAIT AND) AJUTT. 109 


Yet firſt preſumes his Paiſion'to-diſcloſe,". © / 1» 
And o'er her Neck a dappled Deer: Skin throw; 
This with Diſdain the faithful Maid returns + 7 
Then for her Anningait afreſh ſhe mourns : 
Her Father's diſtant. Hutt the Hero ſought, | 

His Worth explain'd, and ev'ry-tender Thought; 

The glitt' ring Bait their abje& Minds allures, 

And the new Lover ſoon his Wiſh procures. 


Home, when the Maid return'd, with artful Tale, 
They praiſe young Nornſuck, Hero of the Vale; 
His Pow'r, his Wealth, they ſet in dazzling Light, 
His vaſt Poſſeſſions for th approaching Night; 
How bright his Form (for true the Youth was fair! 
In graceful Ringlets flow'd his jetty Hair; 
His Perſon pleaſing, and quick piercing Eye, F 
That might for Keenneſs with the Eagle's vie; 


His 
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His ardent Paſſiqn crown d the ik ſame T ale, vio 
But vain each Art that dar d her T ruth aſſail!/ 
With ſilent Scorn th' amazing Change ſhe: hears, / 
That they forget her Vow and frequent Tears; SV24914 
The frequent Tears which to her Love ſhe pay d. 

And in ſoft Sadneſs all her Soul diſplay dj; ; 
At laſt, long urg d, ſhe painful Silence broke, 
And thus her firm Reſolves in Anguiſh ſpoke: 


© Soaner ſhall Whales their liquid World forſake, 
And feek for Paſtime in the freezing Lake; 
 Soaner ſhall endleſs Night o'er Greenland reign, | 
And cheering Sun-ſhine never gild the Plain, 


Than I, in Thought or Ward, my Love fascgo, 
Fixt as my native Froſt, pure as my Snow. 


Now ſwift as bounding Hart away the fled, 
And travers'd Hill or Dale, as Fancy led; 


Reſolv'd 
IP 
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Reſoly'd to ſer her tiaive Hutt no moſ e, 


Till Anningait ſhe ſees on Greenland's Shore ; 
A willing Exile-from her Father's Board, 
Her Wants fupply'd from Nature's varied Hoard ; * : 
She oft high Cliffs aſcends, and eager Eyes | 
The diſtant Main in curling Billows riſe * 
Each Time new Hope her anxious Boſom cheers, 
Now more than Hope, for lo! the Boat appears; 
The wiſh'd-for Bark in loaded Pomp returns, 
Wild with the Joy, no longer now ſhe mourns; 
Swift as an Arrow, darts o'er Hill and Dale, 

Now ſcours the Plain, now ſkims along the Vale ; 


"> Hi 


Till, faint with Joy, ſhe gains the pebbled Shore, 
And hails the Bark, and hears the daſhing Oar ; 8 0 
Then, with loud Rapture, calls her deſtin d Mate, 


Her Life, her Lord, her much-lov'd Anningait; 


' * 


No 
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No well known Accents her fond Hopes repay, 
Trembling ſhe wonders at th' unkind Delay; 
Eager the cruel Reaſon ſhe demands — | 
The dropping Oars forſake the Rower's Hands ; 
 Aghaſt they gaze, as Anningait ſhe calls, | 

New riſing Fear their trembling Hearts appals ; 

The Youth, impatient, long before was gone, 

In a ſwift Boat, unloaded and alone; 

Their tedious Voyage Love could ne'er approve, 
What Oars, what Winds, are fleet enough for Love! 
But how or where he was, they knew no more 
Than She, juſt lifeleſs, on the crowded Shore : 
With Horrour ſtruck, immovable ſhe ſtands, 
And wets, with copious Tears, the thirſty Sands; 
The virgin Train in ſocial Woe attend, 
Bewailing round the Anguiſh of their Friend; 
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Her weeping Kindred Hire to Woh bor Woe, 

And from each frieudly d Tongue Perſuaſion flows ; z 
They try to win her Home, and calm her Mind, 
But ſhe was deaf as Rocks, and heedleſs as the Wind + 
With gentle Force, at laſt, they brought her there, 
And ſought each lenitiye to ſooth her Care; 

Then her ſoft Couch with ſleekeſt Skins they ſpread, 
And led her gently to her long-left Bed; 
Then pray'd the downy God her Eyes to ſeal, 
And that ſweet Peace again her Breaſt might beſte 
She thankful heard, but knew their Kindneſs vain, 
Her Life, bereft of Anningait, was Pain; 
Yet lulls her Grief with fad Reflection's Pow'r, 
That all unheeded in the filent Hour, 
She might with Safety gain the late-left Shore, 
And ev'ry Terror, for her Love, explore. 


1 Q With 
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With double Pain the tardy Moments fly, 

Till all was huſh'd, and clos'd each friendly Eye; 
Then ſoon ſhe left her once lov d Place of Reſt, 4:44; 
Where Peace long dwelt, tho' now no more a Gueſt ; 
Softly ſhe ſtole her ſleeping Friends to view, 

And look'd, and figh'd, a tender laſt Adieu; 

While filial Tenderneſs her Boſom tore, 

That thoſe dear Objects ſhe muſt ſee no more: 

But what, O! Nature, are thy feeble Ties? 

When Love inſpires, thy ſweet Senſation flies 

The pebbly Shore her fear-wing'd Feet regain, 

There ſeiz d a Boat, then boldly plough'd the Main — 
No more her Greenland's Coaſt the Maiden trod, 

Nor yet the Youth — Some think an angry God, 

The potent Genius of the Flood or Rock, | 
Fierce Haffgufa, or dreaded Amarock, 
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Detain'd them Priſoners in their coral Caves, 
Whoſe pearly Pavements ſhine thro' lucid Waves ; 
Others with kinder Confidence declare, 

That gently wafted thro' the yielding Air, 
They now, bright Stars, for ever fixt above, 

Fit Emblems ſhine of Conſtancy and Love. 
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Tux foltowing Poem was written in the Year One Thouſand ſeven 
Hundred and Sixty-one. 
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Wu EN ev'ry Tongue great Gtorce's Praiſe recites, 
And loyal Gratitude the Verſe indites ; 

May I, the humbleſt of the Muſe's Train, 

Preſume to join them in the lofty Strain; 

Let me the Dictates of my Heart obey, 

Which thus to CyarrosTE bids devote the Lay: 
Deign then, O] Queen, to view this humble Wreath, 
And on the flow'ry Toy, acceptance breathe ; 
Myrtles, as fragrant as thy Gzoxcz's Name, 

Whoſe Incenſe riſes on the Wings of Fame, 


Freſh 
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Freſh have I cull'd from Piadus ſacred Shade, 
With blooming Flow * never doom d to fade ʒ 
Emblems of Virtues that thy Gzoxce adorn, / (3 
Foretelling Bleſſings to an Age unborn ; 

Laurels unchanging j join the myſtick Band, 

Which ſpeak the Gloties of this cohq ring Land 
Theſe, Royal CxartorTE, by the Muſe conſign d, 
Trembling I weave, thy ſacred Brow to bind. 


The Wreath thus form'd, receive it, gracious Queen, 
And mark the Virtues that in Groacn are ſeen; 
His Name, by gen rous Deeds illuſtrious grown, 
Now ſhines the brighteſt Jewel in his Crown ; 
Fair Honour fits enthron'd upon his Brow, 
Where Youth and Beauty like theſe Flow'rets grow ; 
Virtue and Truth his ſteady Footfteps wait, | 
And Mercy, ſmiling Cherub, opes his Gate; 


Religion 
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Religion now beams freſh her cheering Ray, 
And Heav'n's Vicegerent gladly owns her Sway ; 
True filial Piety his Boſom warms, 
And ſocial Fondneſs in the Monarch charms ; 
From his bright Pattern ev'ry bleſſing ſprings, 
The beſt of Bons, of Brothers, and of Kings: 
What more remain'd to form the God-like Youth? 
Paternal Fondneſs, and connubial Truth. 


Lo! now attendant Angels gracious bring 
A Conſort worthy Albion's virtuous King; 
Graces celeſtial to her Mind belong, 
Humble, 'tho' great, and ſagely wiſe tho young: 
England's old Genius like himſelf appears, 
And points exulting to the coming Years ; 
With Joy, paternal, bids obedient Fame 
To trembling Nations, Britiſh Gzoxce, proclaim. 


R Long 
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Long may he reign, encireled yigh 1 noni 


Fair as his Virtues, mighty a8 his. Comm; 
May fweet domeſtick Bliſs, unmix d with Que, 
And ſoft Contgat, ch rf 
May England and her King dle — %, 
Who moſt revere, who love each other beſt; Ltd at 

May his dread Sceptre bid Contention ccaſe, 
And awe perfidious Nations into Peace |... ; 
May home-felt Bliſs the Cares of State beguile, 

The Parent's Rapture at the Cherub ſmile,  _ 
The Joys refin d to rear the budding Flow; 39d no A 
And taſte its Sweetneſs i in the yernal Hour 0 0 
Joys! ſuch as lov'd, lamented Fred rick knen, 

Beneath whoſe Care his iofant Virtues Eo galt 
Like good AvcusTA be great CHARLOTTE ſeen, aiog baA 


Nor looſe the Mother in the mighty Queen. ee 
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And late, oh late, may Heav'n's dread Mandate come, 
That calls the Mortal to his native Home; 

May then celeſtial Guardians waft you o'er, 

Death's ſtormy Sea, to Heav'n's immortal Shore; 
There, all forgetful how your Britons grieve, 

From 'plauding Seraphs brighter Crowns receive. 
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ON HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


EDWARD AUGUSTUS Duke of York. 


A H | royal Epwaap, whither" now are flown. 
The feſtive Hours of Youth,, the roſeate Train? 

From thy untimely Bier they vaniſh'd ſoon, 
And of the giddy Flutterers none remain. | 
What 


„ co ˙——— — 


fo 


And brings thy blooming Honours to the Ground. 


r OP 


What now avails the Pride. 1 af: 41 0 rob 7 


Thy Royal Anceſtry, illuſtrious, brare? 


They, bowing, yield to Fate in awful Hour, 
And mourn their Glories vanquifhy d in the Grave, 


Thy nacht Britin, from her chalky Bourn, 


Aber bebolde the mournful Pomp of Yoe 3 3. 
Irieves 2 lamented Wii's cold Return, 


For oft her Sqqate heard zhee, Ha 1 outh, A 
Earneſt 3 in Britain's, and in Freedom's Cauſe ; 8 
With Speech unſtudied, eloquent in Truth, 


Alone regardful of her fgcred Laws. (A 4) 


- 2 9 - + " Vs 9 5 A 
But oh | alas | in Life's exulting Hour,, 


With ev'ry ſmiling Ray of Hope arounld j 
Death, haughty Leveller, exerts his Po-w- r, 


Still 
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Still more ſevere, inexorable Death, 
In foreign Climes thy awful Sway to own; 

In Stranger's Arms to yield the ſtruggling Breath, 
Far, Nature, from thy tender Feelings torn. 


Ia the loy'd Parents ſoft Embrace to lie, 
Where fond Affection ſooths the Bed of Pain, 
While Love, fraternal, ſwells each burſting Eye, 
And Kindred Care exerts her Pow'r tho! vain ; 


This did high Heav'n, ill-fated York, forbid — 
No perfect Joys on human Beings wait; 
In vain each Art the ſtern Intruder chid, 


” 


He grimly ſmiling op'd his Iron Gate. 


What tho' deny d the Balm of ſocial Love, 
Yet princely Strangers wept round Epwarp's Bed; 
With anxious Tenderneſs inceſſant ſtrove, 


To ſerve him living, and revere him dead.. 
| Illuſtrious 
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| Illuſtrious Monaghy that gen'roms f,, >iom Ilie 
His royal, dying, Gueſt humanely mourn'd ;' cr ra cl 


With pious Awe proclaim'd hiv pungent Grief” | 
And with fraternal Anguiſh ſaw him ur . 


The beauteous Deed a Nation's Friendſhip claims, 
All ſhall his Worth with grateful Wonder tell; 
And while they rev'rence EDwanp's cold Remains, 
Fame on this Act with Gratitude ſhall dwell, 


a 
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| 3 To the, Right Honourable 


LORD LYTTELTON. 


Fx1en: D to the Muſe, by ev ry Muſe admir'd, 
Whoſe potent Uniſons thy Boſom fir'd ; 

Whether in paſtoral Strains thou deign'ſt to rove, 
Or dwell'ſt on Hagley's Charms, or Lucy's Love; 
Or in Miltonick Lays thy Numbers flow, 

Sweetly majeſtick, muſically flow ; 

Or where the Hiſtorian's Page, with Brow ſevere, 
Thy Ardour ſwells, and Truth demands thy Care ; 
Still LyTTELToON, unſpoil'd, undeck'd by State, 
And all the mean Achievements of the Great 
Like a fixt Star thou beam'ſt a certain Day, 

And ſhed'ſt on lower Orbs thy chearing Ray: 


8 Charm d 
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Charm'd by thy Light, a little Meteor dares 

To mount the Skies, and mix among the Stars ; 

There ſhould thy radiant Beams their Light diffuſe, 
And from Oblivion ſnatch th''aſpiring Muſe, 
Bleſs'd by thy Smile, by that ſecur'd of Fame, 

Thou! LyTTzLTO0N, the Verſe— the Mufe hould' ſt claim. 


"FI 23 * . 


ADDABSSED 
To the AUTHOR of the ESSAY 


"MES of 2 


Writings and Genius of SHAKESPEARE. 


No more let France her Critick Dacier boaſt, 

The Queen of Iſles a Montague adorns, 
Whoſe Genius tow'ring as her Albion's Coaſt, 

The pedant Sons of abject Slav'ry ſcorns. 


Fair blooms the Wreath thy gen'rous Hand has wove, 
With Laurels green thou deck'ft thy Shakeſpeare's Head, 
Immortal Genius doth the Taſk approve, : 
And bids his Poet's Glories round thee ſpread. 


Thy gen'rous Pen was deſtin d, ſure, to guard 
From Gallick-Ignorance his injur'd Name, 

With poliſh'd Science to adorn the Bard, 
Bold to admire, yet not afraid to blame. 


S 2 O 


132 To TAN AUTHOR or THE E88AY ON SHAKESPEARE. 


Ol could his Shade, where Peace, where Wiſdom reigns, 
Thy nervous Page behold, with Wonder fraught, 

Even there the Bard would bleſs thy friendly Strains, 
And own his Magick felt, his Genius caught. | 


There would he wiſh, if there a Wiſh can be, 
Whene'er his Montague from Earth retires, 

Her Form in thoſe ſeraphick Realms to ſee, 
And tell the Gratitude his Boſom fires. 


ADDRESSED TO 


THOMAS GRAY, Eſq; 
Ptrofeſſor of Hiſtory in the Univerſity of Cambridge. 
I. 


VENT'ROus ſhall I ſtrike the Lyre, 

And ſoaring woo ſweet Fancy to my Aid, 

Coyly bright etherial Maid: 

Celeſtial Poeſy with native Fire, 

Fancy's fair Attendant hye, 

Inſpire me with thy Minſtrelſey: 

O!] come, nor o'er my Soul refuſe 

Thy choiceſt Raptures to diffuſe ; 

For I the Eagle Bard would celebrate, 

That ſung of ruthleſs Edward's Fate : 

He ſung — Old Cambria heard with awe, 

And, in the wond'rous Youth, her Bards immortal ſaw. 
II. 


134 ADDRESSED TO THOMAS GRAY, Eſq; 


ak 


O] Talieſin guide my Hand, 
Attune the trembling Strings, inchant the Lay, 
That dares attempt to carol Gray, 
Thou long loſt Homer of my native Land: 
Haſte Cad wallo, Modred come, 
Leave awhile your craggy Tomb; | 
Let your own Magick ſwell th' exalted Strain, 
Let it echo o'er the Plain, 
To celebrate the ſoaring Bard, who told 
How you glorious liv'd of Old ; 
- How your wiery Harps were ftrung, 
How Truth divine inſpir d each ſweet prophetick Tongue 


ul. 


Till grim Edward, haughty Lord, 
Cambria's peaceful Boſom gor d; 


ADDRESSED TO THOMAS GRAY, Eſq; 135 


Seat of Freedom, Song divine, 
There each Grace was ſeen to ſhine, 
Tho' now no more explor d: 
There, whilom, thro' each oaky Grove, 
Prince and Druid wont to rove ; 
Mute the Harp and ſweet ſtrung Lyre, 
Silent Penmaen's craggy Shore, 
Loſt the pure poetick Fire, 
Prince and Druid are no more : 
| Yet ſee] ſtill more immortal now they reign, 
For Briton's Genius ſmiles on favour d Gray, 
Sublimeſt Bard amid the tuneful Train, 
Then bids him boldly tread their Starry-Way ; 
And to record their Deeds, on purpoſe wrought, 
An adamantine Pen beſtow'd, with Genius fraught. 


4 


4 


On ſeeing the Earl of GopolHIN's Picture. 


SPEAKS not the Canvaſs | ſure I trace 

[ Godolphin's Heav'n illumin'd Face; 

| By Honour, Birth, and Title known, . 
Yet nobler Titles are his own: | 
He wipes the Tear from Virtue's Eye; 
Aſtoniſh'd Want and Famine fly: 
His Bounties raiſe the Orphan's Voice, 
They bid the Widow's Heart rejoice : - 
His lenient Hand each Ill beguiles, 
Decrepit Age and Anguiſh ſmiles ; 
Beneficjtnt to all Mankind, 
Noble, extenſive, unconfin : 
Like Heav'n his ample Bleſſings flow, 
Cheering the hapleſs Train of Woe : 


On sEZING THE EARL or GODOLPHIN's PicTurz. 137 


© - The Patron, Guardian of the Poor, 
Who hail his hoſpitable Door: 


Theſe, good Godolphin, theſe are thine, 


Honours that will for ever ſhine ; 

Ev'n when this tranſient Life is o'er, 
When thou ſhalt rolling Orbs explore; 
When thy pure Soul ſhall fly to reſt, 
Haſtening, ardent, to be bleſt : 

Then radiant Cherubs will attend, 
And glad their bright Protection lend; 
Flying the ætherial Plains along, 

Will teach thy Lips the Seraph's Song ; 
And guide, exulting guide, thy Way, 
To glorious Realms of endleſs Day. 


On 


Written on 'P ARRY's playing mu the 
Welch Harp.” id la 


VE Bards aha erſt, in Mona s nat , 
With Harmony celeſtial wrap'd the Soul; 

Whoſe Sounds ſymphonious taught e en Care to ſmile, 
And ev'ry ruder Paſſion oould controul: 


Bleſ d be your friendly Aid, for that alone 
Could Parry's artleſs Hand with Skill inſpire; 

His Fancy ſwell to raiſe the rapt'rous Tone, 
His flying Fingers guide to ſkim the Lyre. 


To you, ye bards, ſeraphick Sounds were giv'n, 
That ſoothing rais'd and charm'd the Soul to Peace; 
Delightful Fore-Taſte of a future Heav'n, 
Where Harmony divine ſhall never ceaſe : 


Still 


On PARRY's LATIN vron Tus Weicn HAxr. 1 39 
Still o'er your much lov d Cambria, ſtill preſide ; 
Seat once of flowing Verſe, of magick Song; 
Your mighty Shades the feebleſt Hand can guide, 
And bid their filent Harps again be ſtrung. 


Your potent Aid can fan their dying Fire, 
Can call back Genius to each deſart Grove; 

Your Sons will rouſe when you their Bards inſpire, 
Elate, their mighty Origin to prove. 


And gloomy Pluto quite ſubdued. 


ADDRESSED 
To Me A RON 
O N 
Seeing her play Ax iz L in the Tempeſt. 


Da INT Ariel, ſure thy Song, 
Like the fam'd Orphean-Lyre, 

Trilling ſweet the Notes along, 
Might the rudeſt Soul inſpire. 


Had thy Voice to that been join'd, 
When the hapleſs Huſband ſued, 
The captive Wife had been reſign d 


ADDRESSED 


To DAVID GARRICK, Eſq; 
O N 


Seeing the Opera of Dar RNE and AMyNTOR. 


| IN GENIOS Cook * of Drury hear, 
And lend, to friendly Truth, an Ear : 
We, Engliſh-Stomachs, love plain Food ; 
Ven'ſon, twice baſb d, is ſeldom good. 
Tho' diſh'd with foreign Art compleat, 
We can't, with real Pleaſure, eat; | 
What tho' Italia's Pow'rs combine, 

To join their Sauce with Gallick Wine; 


_ 


"—_ 


* In the Prologue to this Entertainment Mr. Garrick is compared to a Cook. 
This Entertainment has been twice brought upon the Engliſh Stage. 
Though 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
| 
'v 
| 
| 
| 


— 


1% ADDRESSED ro DAVID GARRICK, Eſq 


Though Madam Opera's Skill and Care, 
Has furniſh'd out the flimſy Fare; 
"Twill never do — think not we jeſt — | 
We like plain Victuals, plainly dreſfs'd : 
And ſure where Shakeſpeare fits in State, 
And two attendant Muſes wait, 

We there might hope our native Boaſt, 
Old Engliſh Beef might rule the Roaſt. 


Let flippant Opera keep her Place, 
Nor dare, fore Shakeſpeare, ſhew her Face; 
Indignant he beholds the Scene, 
And thinks on Beſs's glorious Reign. 


of 


See | fair Thalia now appears 
In Guiſe unuſual, dew'd with Tears ; 
Melpomene's majeſtick Frown, 


Condemns the Treat — the Cook — the Town : 


ADDRESSED TO DAVID GARRICK, Eſq; 143 


The Cook, ungrateful Both declare, 

Who thus prefers the Tinſel Fair, 

To them, who gave him Genius, Pow'r, 

And bleſs d with Wit his natal Hour, 

Then maſter Cook, no more prophane, 

The, Larder of thy Drury Lane | 

With foreign Mixtures, ragout Meat, 

But with nutritious Viands treat, { 
And then we'll gladly come and eat, 


On ſeeing Miſs MORRI 8 in the Character 
of Jorixr. . 


WIEN Avon's Pride his tender Juliet "oy 
| And artleſs Grace beneath his Pencil | grew; 1 
The charming Portrait oft inſpir'd his Breaſt, 
And oft Pygmalion's Wiſh his Heart confeſs'd : 
But Nature, who the Poet's ſkill beſtow'd, 
Who in her Mirror each fair Semblance ſhew'd 3 
Fearing his Boſom to o'er- charge with Joy, 
Refus'd a living Juliet to his Eye; 
Elſe Morris, beauteous as the budding Flow'r, 
Exhaling Sweetneſs in its vernal Hour, 
Array'd in Juliet's Innocence, her Youth, 
Her winning Softneſs, her inchanting Truth, 
Had with unnumber'd Graces charm'd his Breaſt, 
And, with new Beauties, his big Soul poſſeſt. 


Ye 
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On 8zzING Mies Monis In THE CHARACTER or JULIET, 145 


Ve Britiſh Youths | whom Shakeſpeare's Genius warms; 
Ye Virgin Train | who rival Juliet's Charms; 
No longer now your Cibber's Loſs deplore, 
Oft Juliet dies —She liv'd but once before. 


— 


Written in an Hermitage. 


8 WEE T Content, be thine this Cot, 

Here be ev'ry Care ſorgot; 

Here Aonian Maids attend, 

Here each Muſe will find a Friend ; 
Contemplation | hither fly, 

And waft the Virgins from the Sky ; 

Or, O! Nymph, be ſtill more kind, 
And thither raiſe th' aſpiring Mind, 


To great Apollo's Shrine convey d, 


: On an eminent P. ainter. 


Ark LLEs, once the Pride of Greece, 
Who rivall'd Nature's livelieſt „ 
Juſt ere he dy'd, with anxious Care, 


His choiceſt Pencils, Colours rare, ; 


And on the ſacred Altar lay d: 
Then thus Latona's Son addreſs'd; 


« Bright Pow'r, O! grant my laſt Requeſt ; 
Let none but thoſe whom Fancy charms, 
Or thy enliv'ning Magick, warms, 

« Preſume theſe hallow'd Gifts to claim, 
« None but the genuine Sons of Fame.“ 


And now Apollo ſtingy grew, 
Theſe Pencils grac'd the Hands of few ; 


ON AN EMINENT PAINTER. 
One in an Age at moſt was known, 

And very rare the Colours grown ; 

Till late the God, in happy Hour, 

Beſtow'd on RR YNOL 's all the Four e. 


© It is reported of Apelles, that he never made uſe of more than four 
Colours. 
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On ſeeing ſome Pictures wrought witha Needle, 


H AD poor Arachne once poſſeſi d, 
The wond'rous Skill by Lloyd expreſs d; 
The blue-ey'd Maid, tho' born of Jore, 
Tho' of the Synod held above; 
With all her Art the Prize had loſt, 
'Tho' ſhe could Aid celeſtial boaſt : 
For had ſhe view'd theſe Colours riſe, 
That charm, that cheat, our wond'ring Eyes ; 
Where Art and Nature are at Strife, 
For Art is ſtarting into Life ; 
Had ſhe, O! Lloyd, thy Hermit ſeen, 
With ſpeaking Eye, with breathing Mien ; 
Thy Grapes, that bluſh with verdant Bloom 
Minerva would have broke her Loom ; 
Of Worth ſuperior conſcious grown, 
For farther help to Jove had flown, 


On the Death of a TURTLE Dove. 


WRITTEN 


- ans wad of two young LADIES. 


Tov! gentleſt Cooer of the ſhady Grove, 
Mild as ambroſial Morn, dear infant Dove, 

That loſt ſo early and but lately known, 

We thus with Dirges due ſincerely mourn ; 

Where art thou flown ? could not our tend'reſt Care 
Protect thy downy Coat from chilling Air ? 

Doſt thou now flutter in Elyſian Shades ? 

Or coo on Pindus to the Aonian Maids ? 

Or has the Paphian Queen, in Cyprian Grove, 


Loſt by untimely Chance her favourite Dove ? 
And cruel ſnatch'd thee from our foſt'ring Hands, 
To draw her pearly Car in filken Bands? 

May'ſt thou ſweet Bird, wherever hov'ring, find 
A State as fortunate, and Friends as kind ; 

While here thy ſoft Remains in quiet lye, 

And teach the Fair that ev'ry Charm muſt die. 


E X T M OR E. 


On ſeeing the twelfth Edition of Hoyle's Games 
advertiſed in one of the Daily Papers. 


1 N print twelve Times! why ſure immortal Hoyle, 
Thy Fame is equal to thy learned Toil ! 
With anxious Joy the Fair thy Rules explore; 
And Beaus read much, who ſeldom read before ! 
Hoyle's charming Theme can fix the ſparkling Eye, 
While Pope and Gay in Duſt neglected lie! 


On a young Lady's Birth-Day, in Auguſt. 


H AIL! lovely Month; by Ceres crown'd, 
Who ſportive treads thy chearful round, 
And ſmiles to ſee, in Sheaves appear, 
The nobleſt Produce of the Year 
O! let me join thy feſtive Train, 
And carol forth my ruſtick Strain, 
While Nymphs and Shepherds chaunt the Lay, 
And bleſs Eliza's natal Day. 
Eliza, mild as blooming Spring, | 
When budding Flow'rs their Fragrance bring ; 
Whoſe real Worth and native Grace 
Refulgent beam around her Face ; 
Upon whoſe poliſh'd Brow, ſerene, 
Candid Benevolence is ſeen : 
Fair Modeſty her Cheeks adorn, 
With Bluſhes gentle as the Morn ; 

; While 


1;2 ON A'YOUNG LADY. BIRTH-DAY. 


While Innocence and Truth attend, 

And wait the Foot-Steps of their F riend. 
O! ſtill, my lovely Maid, may they 

Thy Actions guard, thy Thoughts ſurvey ; 
And uſher in, with finiſh'd Grace, 

The Summer of thy happy Race; 

Then chearful ſhall thy Autumn glide, 
And ſteer thy Bark thro' Life's rough Tide ; 
And when thy hoary Winter's come, 
Inceſſant pointing to the Tomb, 

Without a Pang thy Soul reſign, 

And be repaid with Joys divine. 


C7190 R110 T7 eee 


o * THE 


DEATH of a favourite BIRD. 


Is the vital hikes extinct ? 
Is the quick ning Spirit flown n? 
Teach me beauteous Bird to think 
In thy Fate to — Own. 


Though with circling Comforts bleſs'd, 
I the bitter Draught muſt taſte, 

Thou, Tyrant Death, wilt break my Reſt, 
Swift my little Span muſt waſte. 


I each tender Friend muſt leave, 


Burſt each ſoft endearing Tie, 


I muſt preſs the dreary Grave, 
And in cold Obſtruction lie. 


X 


But 


154 ON THE DEATH Or A'FAV.OURITE BIRD. 


But what avails thy gloomy Pow'r, 
On the Wings of Faith tis flown, 

Conſolation ſooths the Hour. 
Terror flies and Hope's = own. | 


This Lay requite, ſweet Bird | with Care; 
Hov'ring like a Sylph attend ; e Gen: 

With Notes acrial charm my Ear, | 
And warbling ſooth thy penſive Friend. 


A MORNING HY MN. 


H asrs, O my Soul; exulting riſe, 


And with the glorious Orb of Day, 


Prepare thy Morning Sacrifice, 
And join Creation's choral Lay, 


O! may each Senſe with Joy attend, 
The grateful Rites my Soul prepares, 
My Lips their holy Incenſe blend, 
And pour with fervent Zeal my Prayers. 


Glory to Thee my God and King, 
Whoſe ſacred Guard my Tent have kept, 
Beneath the Shelter of whoſe Wing, 
In ſweet Security I've ſlept. 


Inſpir'd by thy Almighty Pow'r, 

I now refreſh'd, to Light awake, 

And grateful hail the pleaſing Hour, 
When, balmy Sleep, thy Bands I break. 
X 2 


Still 


1565 A MORNING HYMN. 


Still, ſtill Almighty King, protect 
Thy Servant thro' each circling Day, 
And, with thy guiding Aid, direct 
My wand'ring Feet, too prone to ſtray. 


Then while Life's dreary Vale I roam, 
To thee'the votive Song F'll raiſe, 
And when thy Mandate calls me Home, 
In heav'nly Choirs I'll chaunt thy Praiſe, 


AN EVENING HY MN. 


M Y Soul thy grateful Homage pay, 
For all the Bleſſings thou haſt known; 
For thoſe that mark'd thy recent Day, 

And each unnumber'd Moment flown. 


Now Night, in ſolemn Pomp array d, 

O'er Half the Globe extends her Reign; 
Now ſhines the Floor of Heav'n inlaid, 

With radiant Orbs, a wond'rous Train! 


Let them be witneſs of my Praiſe 
To him who form'd the Earth and Sky ; 
Who out of Chaos deign'd to raiſe, 

And bade th' obedient Planets fly. 


Grant me, Ol Lord, each Day to live, 
Still canſcious of that coming Hour ; 
When Death demands, and I ſhall give 
An awful Tribute to his Pow'r. 
Ol 


18 AN EVENING HYMN. 


O! God, with Confidence inſpir d. 
I now return to needful Reſt; 
With Faith and Hope my Boſom ard, 
I feel the Comforts of the bleſa d. 


But when my erring Nature fails, 
Ol let my powerful Saviour plead; 

His ſacred Blood alone availss 
His ſacred Blood, for me decreed. 


O! may my Soul in thee repoſe, 
To thee, her Hopes, her Fears reſign; 
And grant my Eyes in Peace may cloſe, 
Confiding in thy Pow'r divine. 


AN 


ET 


ON HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


WILLIAM AUGUSTUS Duke of Cumberland. 
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WILLIAM AUG s Tus Duke of Cumberland. 


N 


SEE! Liberty, majeſtick Mourner, weeps, 
And with the ſacred Drops bedews the Bier ; 
| Where cold and wan her darling Hero ſleeps, 
No more her ſweet enliv'ning Voice to hear. 
Y Sad 
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ad Albion, >, base Parent, funk i in Woe, 7. 


With Grief, chaterial; bange Ger Wiutran dead, 


43%) 41 


v "Witte down bert fading Cheeks freu Forrents flow, 
And al ker Ille vi Deſolation 9 50 
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4 Bak! ſhe exclaims, ak! here my / Britons, view 


| That Royal Head, once lautel "Crowns ie * 
o Now wreath'd with cypreſ and with baleful Yew, 
6 Bord to the N J avful ron e 
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That noble Heart which glow'd with native Firę, 
My Rights, fy Laws, to guard from hoſtile Sw: y. 

II ts current froze the vital Pow'rs expire, 
' And Death, triymphant,. bears an Prize — 


© In icy, Eetters bound, beholdk the:bang ' 7 4 © 
That ſwift as Light ning deni mꝝ Vengeanes round 

: < Shook with my Faulchien Galedonials Japdy: // 
© While trembling * th affighted Ground 


But, 
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But, ch! Rene Gze⸗g but Hereals Off) 

© Great 48 his Fm {0 porgriaire is the Smartfß 
© Whilſt achiig Me vν biet che PatribC Chicf, 

© Gray'd off the” Füblkt of ech faithfüf ut. 


© And though, by Heav'n's dread Mandate, all muſt die, 
© Nor Royal Lineage from the Tomb can ſave; 

© 'Tho' there, without diſtinction, levell'd lie 
© The mightieſt Monarch and the meaneſt Slave: 


© Yet Virtue ſhall, with honeſt care, embalm 

© The Prince, the Slave, who bow'd before her Shrine ; 
© And from abſorbing Lethe's drowſy Calm, 

© Shall ſnatch their Names, in future Days to ſhine. 


How bright then his! hiſtorick Truth ſhall tell, 
While Albion Empreſs of the Seas remains; 
© His glorious Deeds her choiceſt Page ſhall ſwell, 
© There his lov'd Name immortal Honour gains. 
| Tl Each 
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164 Exzoy ox WILIA Avovsrus Dux N n 


Each Friend of Freedom muſt his Name revere, 
Approach my WII IIA“ Urn with pious Ave; 

Pay to his Aſhes ill a grateful Tear, =P 
And mourn the loſt Defender of their Law.” 
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Maſter pact de Free Grammar School | 


bt] tos iel! 


o AK HAM; RU TLAN D. 


'T 0youromn Little Weſtminſter,*ſee, my good Friend, 


A Letter, -tho' late, from our Great-one I ſend ; 

And yours, I aſſure you, much Pleaſure diffus d, 
Good Senſe was the Ground · Work, tho ſo much bemus d: 
In a Moment moſt favour d the Nymph wing d her Flight, 
She had eaſe in her Motion, and Wit in her Sight; 
Like the Brook, where you wood her, your Ideas are clear, 
And your Notes in juſt Uniſon ſtrike on the ear. 


Toa 


. * Alluding to the Weſtminſter Method of Teaching being now adopted at 
this School. 


But 
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166 A Letts ro] Tus NMharen by ORA Scuoorf\ 
But of Muſes'no- more—let the Zeal of a Friend, 
Whoſe Wiſhes ſincere] y your Welfare attend, 
Now xejoice on the happy. E xunta iy out Lifey) .1 
A good School - agood Living yet more — a good Wife: 
Thus ſurrounded with Bleſſings, you'll Bleſſings diſpenſe, 
For Humgity ſurely reſides with Good Beg: 

Thrice happy the | Youths by your Genius 1 acer 4 
You'll point them the Paths of fair Learning untir'd; 
With claſſical Judgmens:thely Talent refine); () | 
And explore with true Candour the munen 1 
Blend Pleaſure with Labour their Hours — 
18 ſoſt ee Wen Tals e une 
Vou'll tel them, Lam fue, that - 
Nou lk teach ia young Mind: its Creator tocknow; | 
That beſt of all Knowledge and Learning hob]; 
Thus till ſelf approv'd you may Envy defy, 
51 dur: and nes bar Arrow aun nen 
| OOTY Their 
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R. har Poirtt how'er tharp, yet will nber Prevaitz 
For Integrity 's ſurely the beſt Coat of Mail; 

Miy it ret Beyer wd Life's thorny Rd; 
And may Health and Content ſtill attend your Abode: 
Now my Fancy's exhauſte@, ati weary'd my Pen, 

So accept our beſt wiſhes again and a 
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Says Folly to Foote, hw dare you engage 
My Prieſts and their Pupils with War from your Stage ? 
Know Mimick, licentious, Revenge ſhall be mine, 


When in Squintum, and Shift, and in Cole you moſt ſhine, 


Not one of my train ſhall your Theatre grace; 


How thin then your Audience? ſcarce One pretty Face; 


Not a Buck, not a Beau, ſhall your Triumph ſupport, 
None but Waldgraves, and Baths, and ſuch Rubbiſh 
from Court, 
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LORD HAYLEM; a Nobleman, who, after living ſome Time 


at Court, retired to a fine Seat in the 


Country. 


HORATIO; - a Gentleman of ſmall Fortune, Lord Hay- 
lem's beſom Friend and Neighbour; a 
Man of real Worth and univerſal Learning. 


FLORIO; - His Son, an accompliſhed young Gentle- 
man, a Student in the Temple. 


LADY HAYLEM; Wife to Lord Haylem, a Lady of refined 
Senſe, and great Virtue, 


EUDOSIA; - their Daughter; a beautiful and well- 
educated young Lady, juſt attained to the 
Age of Twenty. 


JAMES; - - - an old faithful Servant of Horatio's. 
Scenes between Lord Haylem's Houſe and Horatio's. 


| Time from Six to Three. 
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s C EN E I A Garden. 


Enter Lady HAYLEM reading. 


7 HAI to thy living Light, 
« Ambroſial Morn | all hail thy roſeate Ray: 
«© That bids gay nature all her Charms dilplay 
© In varied Beauty bright; 


„That 
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«© That bids each dewy- ſpangled Floweret riſe, 


6 And dart around its vermeil Dies; 


c Bids filver Luſtre grace yon ſparkling Tide, 


e. That winding warbles n the Mountzin s Ide. We 


1 


How ſweet, indeed, is this calm Hour of Day | Nature 


diffuſes round her fragrant Store, as grateful Incenſe for 


her Maker's Bounties. The lowing Herds, around, re- 
peat his Praiſe, The Bird of Morning ſhakes his downy 
Pinions ; then, mounting, warbles ſorth how much he's 
bleſs'd : While Man, the Paragon of all, too oft neg- 
leaful, with tranſient Gratitude remembers all theſe 
Bleſſings! Yet, tire” 4 ſcche like this, muſt wake Re- 
flection; and raiſe the aſpiring Mind from low Purſuits: 
Thou bounteous Power! I feel, I taſte theſe Bkſings. 
And here, Another geathy fleals upon me; my: :Soul's 
Delight, my tender, mild:Buglokag * all thy Days 


be chearful as this Morning. 


EUDO- 
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E UD OS4AA. 


Thale, deareſt Madam, then ſure I muſt be happy, 
for this is uĩte ſerene. Oft have you told me, and I 
well believe ic, that Geet Serenity will dwell with Vir- 
tue ; if then 1 cultivate thoſe ſacred Precepts, which 


your maternal Fondneſs ſo laviſhly beſtows, I may in 


every Scene of Life be happy. 
LADY HAYLEM. 


Moſt true Eudoa. Tis hon Rank in Liſe, a Blaze 
of Jewels, or all the gaudy Trappings of Ambition, that 
conſtitute tue Happineſs or real Pleaſure; tis in the 
Mind, alone, they will reſide, the Mind endued with 
Virtue. You daily fee the honeſt Hinds (who taſte your 
Father's. Bounty, and feed their little-Ones with well 
earn'd Bread) know Peace, Content, and all the ſofter, 
ſocial, Joys of Life! (which we indeed with our Indul- 


gence 
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gence ſweeten) while Station, Eminence, Pride, Power, 
and Rank, pine under Ills that gnaw their very Being ; 
becauſe they baniſh Virtue. Not but that Rank and 
Power are oft times Bleſlings, as doubtleſs Riches are, 
if rightly uſed. But come, Eudoſia, our Breakfaſt hour 
approaches ; where is my Lord? we'll ſpend it in his 
Study. | hene J Jam 


EU D OS IA. 


Madam, I left him there. Some ſoft Emotion ſeems 
to have mov d him much. Juſt when 1 paid my Morn- 
ing Duty to him, he claſp'd me to his Breaſt and ſmiling 
kiſs d me; then with a Flood of Tears bedewed my 
Cheek. I, earneſt, aſked in what I had offended ; 

he ſmiled again, and fault'ring anſwer'd—Never—Tell 
' me, my deareſt Madam, what can it mean! a Mind fo 
calm as his, can ne'er be lightly mov d. 


LADY 
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LADY HAYLEM. 

Perhaps my Love, ſome future Plan for you might 

then engage his thoughts. Perhaps his fond Idea ſaw 


you married. Beſides, it is your Birth-Day ; you know | 


this Day you reach'd your Twentieth Year. His kind 
Heart, no Doubt, might melt in Gratitude to that good 
Being who gave us ſuch a Child But, come Eudoſia. 

| EUDOSIA. | 


Madam, I attend you. [Exit Lady Haylem. 


EUDOSIA alone. 
Married | forbid it ev'ry Pow'r benign, 


'Till on that Theme his Thoughts accord with mine. 
[Exit Eudora. 


Aa SCENE 
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Changes to HORATIO's Houſe. 8 
Enter HORATIO ſpeaking to J A M ES. 


This Hour, 1 hope, will bring my Florio to me. 
When did the Horſes go to meet him ? : 
JAMES 
sir! they ſet out at Three; and William faid he did 
not doubt but they'd be here by Eight, as my young 
Maſter's ever on the Wing when he comes down to pay 
his Duty to you. And well in troth he may; ſo good 
a Father is not often ſeen. 


HORATIO, | 

Why James, my Son is truly duteous, and deſerves 
the utmoſt Tenderneſs that I can ſhew him: Think'ſt 
thou not ſo ? I know thou low ſt us Both. 


JAMES. 
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JAMES. | 

Indeed I do, and I have reaſon for it. Bier Gnen ay 
Maſter Florio was an Infant (Ithink not two Months old) 
Tre been your ſervant ; during which Time (and now 
I think 'tis near the twentieth Year) I never knew One 
Hour of hard wrought Service: Kind gentle Looks, and 
winning ſoft Entreaties, oft bade me think I was your 
Friend, not Servant; while he, from earlieſt Infancy, 
was taught to aſk as Favours what he might command. 

HO RATIO. 

My Duty bade me teach him He was Man; and that 
where real Worth was found (whate'er the Station) it 
was His Duty to revere ſuch Merit, and make the ſer- 
vile Tie of Bondage eaſy ; ſuch Worth I found in Thee; 
and be aſſur d, in me, thou'lt ever find a Friend, as 
well as Maſter. 


JAMES. 
A thouſand Bleſſings on you for your Goodneſs ; 1 
may my Maſter Florio's Worth repay, with filial Duty, 
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all your noble Merits. O] could I ſee him ſettled well 
in Life, 'twould make me mighty Happy. dal 
HORATIO. , 
Of that you need not doubt. The Man, who weighs 
his Actions by Reaſon's Balance and Religion's Scale, is 
ſure of ſettling well; virtuous Content will ſtill attend 


his Progreſs, and make each Hour of Life, tho hum-- 


ble, happy. James! I ſhall, take a Turn upon the 

Terrace; ſoon as my Son arrives, be ſure to call me. 
JAMES. + 

Yes ſurely, Sir, I will. 


4 


[ Exeunt-- ; 


ACT 
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e Oe 
8 O E N E I. Lord Haylem's Study. 


Diſcovers Lord and Lady Haylem and Eudoſia riſing 
from Breakfaſt. 


| LORD HAYLEM. 
Mr 4 fair Eudoſia, what is the pleaſing Buſineſs of 


this Morning? for well I know, that you like royal 
Alfred, aſſign its Taſk to ev'ry riſing Hour, nor idly 
_ trifle Time: but on this Day, remember, this Day 
which gave you to our Fondneſs, and bade your in- 


fant Eyes firſt look on * I claim a double Portion 


of it. 


- 
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132 


Where can I paſs my Hours with more Delight. My 
deareſt Lord, I only will a little while attend my Mo- 
ther, who ever on this Day, trebles her Bounty to the 
Village-Poor, that come in Crouds to bleſs and ſhare 
her Goodneſs. From that Heart-gladfning Scene, will 
pay my Morning-Viſit to my Aviary, who fluttering, 
croud around to peck ws then, . wait 
enen ot alter For | 
LADY HAYLEM. 

Youare a careful Nurſe, indeed, Eudoha; and from 
your earlieſt Dawn of Reaſon, with Pleaſure have I tra- 
ced that ſweet Humanity, that now adorns and dignifies 
your Being : For I am apt 2 2 none but no- 
ble Minde are truly Tender. % 90 ee e 

e 1 ORD HAITI 

90 your Sentiments, indeed my Love. What 

Happineſs, peculiar, thine Eudoſia, whoſe ductile Mind 


was 
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was form'd _ ſuch e and 1 train d to 
Virtue. © 4 | | b 
1 | EUDOST 4. 

My Obligations, Sir, to Heaven and two ſuch Pa- 


2 1 PW by obeying can acknowledge. 


0D HAYLEM. 

uy Dear, your filial Tenderneſs repays us amply, 
and Heaven will doubtleſs. bleſs you for your Goodneſs. 
But hafte and get your Round of Buſineſs filled ; my 
Friend, Horatio, dines with us to Day ; he loves your 
Converſe, and you muſt attend him; ſoon as he comes 
you know he will expect you. 1 

E UDOS1A. 

With Joy, I always ſee him, Sir; I look upon him 
as my ſecond Parent | his Learning, Wit, Politeneſa, all 
endear him, where er he goes; but doubly fo to me; 
becauſe, with liberal Care, he ſtrives to impart them, 
and make me benefit by his Example. 


LORD 


Y 2 — 4". 
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ToD HATLEM 

Indeed, He truly loves whate' er is mine. Long have 

our real Intereſts been the ſame. From tender Infan- 

cy to rip'ning Manhood, een to this Autumn of our 

Lives, our Friendſhip,” warm, unimpair d by Time, 
more mellow grows; and Reaſon, ev ry Hour, confirms 

the tender Choice of Inclinatio. | 


IAD 
I have, my Lord, with frequent Pleaſure heard you 


repeat fond Tales of your firſt artleſs Friendſhip 3 how 


many ſocial ſprightly Hours of Innocence you paſs'd\ to- 
gether, while your young Friend's Delight was ſtill to 
make 5 happy. * | ef 
Ton HATE 1} oiH 
Ves; ever gentle, friendly, was his r Bange and 
tho' his ſtudious Genius prompted him to explore in 
foreign Realms the Paths of curious Knowledge, yet 
was I ne'er forgot: To me he ſent, by ev ry Opportu- 
nity, inceſſant Marks of his increaſing Friendſhip ; 
whilſt 
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whilſt I, tho' hurry'd in the tumultuous Circle of a 
Court, priz'd ev'ry. Letter like my Prince's Favour: 
And when, with ev'ry poliſh'd Art replete, he Home 
return'd, Heavens! with what Joy did I again behold 
him, and earneſt vow'd, that we would part no more. 
LADY HAYLEM. 

Which' Vow you Both have fairhfully Hs d: 
For ſince that happy Moment that made me yours, and 
good Horatio choſe his blooming Bride (alas! untimely 
gone) within this peaceful Village have we liv'd, where, 
Year on Year has gently crept upon. us, with little Sor- 
row, Care or Diſappointment. 


LORD HAYLEM. 
. Bleſs'd be thy Worth, my Dear, indeed we have; 
and were it not for that Heart-cutting Stroke, his Ju- 
la's Death; (in Pride of Life, and Hour of ripening 
Beauty ;) Julia, his lovely Bride; (ſcarce was ſhe more 
for not twelve Moons had o'er their Union roll'd) we 


* been ſure too happy; but Heaven, in Merey, 
B b ſtrikes 
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ſtrikes oft'times to ſave us; too much Proſperity be- 
numbs our Senſes, and chains our Faculties to earthly 
Pleaſures; yet Providence, benign, to ſooth his Sor- 
rows, left him a Scion, tho' the Tree was blaſted ; which 
He, with tender Care, has duly cultur'd, till now it 
blooms with all its Mother's Fragrance. 
E UDOSIA. | 

Poor helpleſs Florio ; to loſe thy Mother zul when 
thy little Eyes beheld the Light. But, my good 
Madam, he has often told me, your tender care ſupply'd 
that fatal Loſs, and bleſs'd his infant Days with real 
Fondneſs. TOES. 


LADY HAYLEM 
| My Dear, I own I lov'd you Both alike, and equal 
are your Years as is my Fondneſs; for but three Days 
was Florio born before you : Indeed, your prattling In- 
fancy was ſpent together, and I dare ſay you love him 
as a Brother, 


EU DO- 
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EUDOSIA. 


Worth like Florio's, Madam, will ever claim Regard. 
LORD HAYLEM. 
I wiſh, he may arrive before Horatio comes; I think 


he told me, he did this Day expect him: His preſence 
would increaſe the Joys of Meeting, and add a new Vi- 
vacity to Friendſhip. But, Ladies, ſee my Watch up- 
braids us with tranſgreſſing Rules, and borrowing too 
much time. 
LADY HAYLEM. | 
The Faul t, my Lord, is yours; for believe me, 

Where manly Reaſon waits on cordial Love, 
Time on his ſwifteſt Wing is ſure to move. 

[ Exeunt. 
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e II. 


In HO RAT IO's Houſe. 
HO RAT 10 enters ſpeaking to JAMES. 


Ah! e is my Florio come? 
© JAMES. 
Yes, Sir, My Maſter's juſt alighting, and 1 muft haſt 
to meet him. 
HORATIO. 
Shew him directly hither, I truly . to embrace 


him. 


Enter FLORIO. 
My deareſt Father, what Joy is mine to ſee you |! 


HORA- 
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HORATIO. | 
My Son! my Friend | thus let me hold thee to my 


beating Heart, that there thou may'ſt be told how 


much. thou art welcome. 
FLORIO. 

To mine I muſt appeal to ſpeak for me ; for, ſurely, 
that alone can tell, what ſolid Comfort the Sight of ſuch 
a Parent ever gives me. ig: 

HRO RATIO. 

Tby Actions juſtly ſpeak the Language of it, while I 
-exulting own I am prouder of thee, deck'd as thou art, 
thus grac'd with Worth and Honour, with noble Prin- 
ciples refin'd by Learning, than if I had a Train of 
Titles for thee, or could endow thee with the Wealth of 
India. 3 

FLORIO. 
Ho bleſs d am I in ſuch a judging Parent, whoſe 
"Merits taught me to be fond of Virtue. Your bright 
Example fir d my little Boſom, and made me wiſh to 


———_— —U — 
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be juſt like my Father; while your Inſtructive Hand was 
watchful o'er me, pointing the proper Trad to ev'ry Sci- 
ence. Great were the advantages that I enjoyed; and 
I indeed ſhould be moſt worthleſs, did I not ſhew by 
ev'ry Act of mine, that I in Manners, as in Blood, am 
proud to boaſt them both deriv'd from you. 
HORATIQO. 1 | 
My deareſt Boy, no more,—You're quite become a 
Courtier. Tis well I have you here; our purer Air 
will purge away the complimenting Strain which po- 
liſh'd Cities give you. But tell me Florio, has it not 
mov'd your Wander, why I ſhould burry you away from 
Town (two Months at leaſt) before your purpos d Viſit. 
| FLOQRIOQO. 
With Rapture, Sir, I read your laſt Commands; for 
tho' tis doubtleſs right to ply our Studies with warm nd 


| Cloſe Attention, and I with Pleaſure do ſo; yet when 1 


think of viſiting theſe peaceful Shades, where firſt 1 
drew my Breath; of ſeeing you, my Father, and your 


Friends, 


THE BIRTH DAY. ay 
Friends, (the good Inbabitantsof yon delightful Manſion) 
all other Pleaſures ſeem but low Purſuits; and 
alone, the Effect of Truth and Reaſon. : 
HORATIO. | 
When all are under proper Regulation, ſure ev'ry 
Paſſion will conduce to Virtue ; how Few exert that 
noble Privilegge, and make their Paſſions Servants! How 
happy they that do! But, my dear Florio, let me now 
ſpeak of Buſineſs. Haylem defires we there would dine 
to day, and would be early with him; for ſo he much 
requeſted; it is Eudoſia's Birth-Day: I wiſh you had 
arriv'd a few Days ſooner, I might have then rejoic'd 
with you on yours. 
FLORIO. 
Indeed, Bir, that I never once remember'd ; but tell 
me, Sir, how fares your worthy Friend and Family; I 


hope they all are well. 
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HORATIO. | 

Yes, Heaven be praiſed, and happy; very happy! 
'Tis at my Lord's moſt preſſing Suit you now are ſum- 
mon'd here. 

ont 

Vou kindly make me Sir, of greater Conſequence, 
than e'er I deem'd myſelf; but if, by any Act of 
Mine, I can in the leaſt conduce to ſerve Lord Haylem, 
I ſhall be truly happy ; then pray good Sir — * 
what may this * be)? 45 

| HORATIO. 
Attend, and I will tell you. You know his Daughters $ 


fair, as ever Fancy form'd. 


FLORIO. 
Who can a forget i it that e er faw Eudofial But what of 


wht ? 
HORATIO. 
Why that, tho' oft her Sex's darling Pride, 1s but ke | 


flighteſt Merit; Charm I mean; for her interior Beau- 
ties 
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ties are by far farpaliings ; Nature, indeed, has been moſt 
liberal to her ; and thoſe fine Gifts have, with the Care 
of her judicious Parents, been poliſh'd like a curious 
Diamond by ſome nice Artiſt's Hand; which now ſhine 
forth and beam a thouſand Beauties. - 
FLORIO, 
She ſure is near Perfection 


HO RATIO. 
No wonder then a Fair-One thus accompliſh'd, with 


ſuch a Fortune too as Haylem is poſſeſs'd of, ſhould 
meet with many Suitors; tho' None by her, or by her 
Friends, regarded ; till late a near Relation of his Lord- 
ſhip's (tho' not by him for many Years acknowledg'd) 
appears, enrich'd with Qualities ſo rare, as really make 
him worthy of Eudoſia. | 
a 

"Tis ſomewhat odd! Moſt rare, indeed, muſt be 
| thoſe Qualities, that give the ſmalleſt Right to claim 


ſuch Beautics, But does Eudoſia like him? 
"I C c HOR A- 
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. ' HORATIO. 

You hay what delicacy of Mind and Virgin Modeſty 
appear in ey Ty Action of her Life; you then. may well 
imagine no giddy Levity can there be ſeen, no Airting 
Air, no common forward Fondneſs; but, you may well 
depend, my Lord, who is bleſs' d with ev'ry ſocial Vir- 
tue, will ne'er beſtow her Hand but there her Heart went 
with it. No, He's too good a Parent. 


> 62% nis 3 ::;; 
If ever Man was truly bleſs'd, this happy Youth muſt 


be ſo. I do preſume, Sir, that he has an caval F ortune, 
* muſt enhance his Merit. | 


Why, as he is a OO Man, tis 7 5 Addition. Yes, 


he is Heir to One as good as Haylem's. Had that but 


been thy Lot, J might have hop'd to ve ſeen Thee, 


Florio. But no more. My Boy! you ſeem difturb' d. 
Alas! what mean theſe varied Paſſions, which change 


thy Countenance, and ſhake thy Frame! 
F LO- 
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FLORIO. 

I hate Hypocriſy, and why ſhould I diſſemble. My 
Friend and Father, pity and forgive me; when I confeſs 
the Weakneſs of my Soul, and own I've long with Ar- 
dour lov'd Eudoſia: but why do I profane her Name and 
call it Weakneſs; No, I glory in it, and dedicate my 
future Life to love W tho'I wa never hes her more; 
Inſtance of my Love; hopeleſs, indeed, has ever been my 
Paſſion; 3 her Rank, her Fortune, ſet her far above me ; 
and tho your tender Friendſhip with her Father, gave 
"mea a | Footing there which made me Happy ; yet ſooner 


© 44+ 


than 'baſely | to have 'wron gd that Friendſhip, by 
any m mean Diſcovery of 1 1 van have inſtant 
35 2 1 l | 
HORATIO. 
N deareſt Florio, that was truly noble; but, well 
I know thy honeſt Soul could ne'er deſcend to Baſeneſs. 
My Heart is full with ſtrong Emotions for thee. But 


GC: ſummon 
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ſummon all thy. Fortitude ; for know, that thou art 
appointed to draw the Marriage-Settlements, and muſt 
be careful they are done with Judgment and Preciſion. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
4 
1 
| 
f 
| 


FLORI 0. 
Was it for this I flew with rapture hither | How mu- 


table is Life! I long, yet dread to fee theſe happy Lo- 
vers. But why ſhould I dread, whom I have never 


injured, 
HORAT1 0- 

My worthy Friend, well knows our Income" $ ſeanty; ; 
and as I ever have avoided receiving Favours from him, 
and he bears a high Opinion of thy Knowledge; I find 
he now intends to make this happy Period ſu blervient to 

his Love and Friendſhip for us, and amply pay thy 
Labour, | 


| FLORIO. 
Heaven grant me Power to execute it well, ad that 


will overpay me, 


H OR A- 
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HO RATIO. 

Tis now high time to dreſs. The Chaiſe will ſoon 
be ready. But I had quite forgot; you needs muſt 
want Refreſhment. 

LO RTO. 
Oh! Sir, my Mind, alone, now wants it. 
HORATIO. 

Remember, Florio, what a favourite Writer, whoſe 
Leſſons I early planted in your Mind, fublimely ſays ; 

« Whate'er the virtuous Mind itſelf denies, 

« The ſecret Care of Providence ſupplies.” 

FIR ST [Exeunt. 
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Eater Lady Nolch god Eudoſi meeting. 


| LADY HAYLEM. 
Already drefs'd Eudoſial but you, I know, are ever 
quick on ſuch Occaſions. 
| EUDOSIA. 
Madam, I ſhould be very glad to copy you; and I 
am well afſur'd, that you think Time a Gift, by far, too 


precious to waſte it at the Toilet. 


LADY 
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| LADY HAYLEM. 

| My Dear, your Tenderneſs for me makes you regard 
my Actions with a partial Eye; but, ſure, that Woman's 
Mind can be but poorly deck'd, who can devote whole 
Hours to decorate her Perſon: Thou gh Neatneſs is a 
Duty ev'ry One ſhould practice. Horatio makes it late: 
Why is my Friend fo tardy | 

EUDOSTA. 

My Lord is quite impatient, and wonders at his 

Abſence. | 


LADY HAYLEM. 
Indeed his coming here, to Day, is big with vaſt 
Importance to us all; but moſt to thee Eudoſia. 
EUDOSIA. 
To me | what means your Ladyſhip ? 
LADY HAYLEM, j | 
| You know this Morn, Eudoſia, you 6bſerv'd contend- 


ing Paſſions ſwell'd my good Lord's Heart; I told you 
then, that 'twas, perhaps, for you thoſe ſoft Emotions 


roſe, and my Surmiſe was true. 
E U- 


: _ which a fond Parent's agen Wiſh could hope 
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EUDOSIA. 
For me! explain theſe myſtick Riddles, my dear 
Madam, 2 


LADY HAYLEM. 
My lov'd Eudoſia, were I to paint your gentle Worth 


in native Colours, which I could do with all a Mother' s 


Fondneſs, twould hurt your Modeſty ;: and you, per- 
haps might deem me ſomewhat partial: Let it ſuffice, 
that I may juſtly ſay, that, by Heaven's: liberal Hand, 
you are bleſs'd with all accompliſhments of Mind and 


for. 


EUDOSIA. | 
My deareſt Madam, whate'er I am, your forming 
Care has made me. But whither tends all this! 


LADY HAYLEM. 
Attentive hear me, and I will inform you. That 
ſuch Perfections will ever claim Regard, even in a 
trifling Age as this is deem' d, is moſt undoubted; eſ 


pecially 
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pecially when Fortune is not wanting. You know, that 
theſe Attractions have, ſometime ſince, procur'd you 
many Lovers ; which we, as they were all to you either 
diſpleaſing or indifferent, have rejected; but as we 
both are now ſincerely anxious to ſee you married well 
EUDOSIA. 
Married! 
LADY HAYLEM. 

Yes; your good Father who knows your Virtues, 
and with his Friend have made Mankind their Study, 
think they have found out One whoſe Worth, in all 
Reſpects, will equal yours; his Temper, Sweetneſs, 
turn of Mind the ſame; nor can we doubt your Duty 
and Compliance. 
| EUDOSIA. 

I hope I never ſhall forget my Duty ; but, Ol my 
Mother, tho' this Unknown may be pofleſs'd of ev'ry 
ſhining Virtue, which I too may admire, perhaps I can- 

D d 1 
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not love him; and then you, ſure, will not expect 
Compliance. | 
LADY HAYLEM. | 
You muſt determine ſhortly ; for with Horatio 
comes young Florio. 
EUDOSIA. 
Ah! Madam, is it Florio ? ö 
LADY HAYLEM. 
- Florio, my Dear, what mean you? Why that Con- 
fuſion Child ? Yes; Florio comes for this young Gen- 
tleman, deputed by his Father, to make Propoſals for 
you; 'tis now his. Buſineſs here : But what will moſt 
ſurprize you is, that your new Lover is a near Relation 
of Lord Haylem's, to which you've been a Stranger ; 
his Fortune too the ſame, and of undoubted Proof a moſt 
nccompliſh'd Man. You ſeem transfix'd, Eudoſia! Is 
Marriage then ſo terrible a Subjet? what have you ſeen, 
in our Behaviour, can make the State fo dreadful. 


EUDO- 
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EUDOSIA 

Oh! never; never. Nought elſe but gentle Ten- 
derneſs and cordial Love was ever known between you; 
watchful to ſooth each Care that dar'd to intrude, and 
doubly bleſs d when Both were well and happy. Such 
Joys! will ne'er be mine. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Yes; yes Eudoſia. Heaven has in Store Bleſſings for 

you, which filial Piety is ever ſure to meet with. But, 
come my Life, chear up; be more compos d; remem- 
ber what you ſaid this Morning; Serenity will ever dwell 
with Virtue—Retire a while, I'think, I hear Horatio. 
[ Exit Eudoſia. 
LADY HAYLEM alone. | 
My dear Eudoſia, I've trac'd thy gentle Heart thro' 
all its Windings, and find it ever good. As a rich Soil 
it bountifully pays for all the Pains of Culture, 

Juſt like a Garden is the infant Mind, 

Who ſows thFpureſt Seed tht faireſt Flow'r will find. 

Exit Lady Haylem. 
D d 2 SCENE 
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Enter Lord Haylem, Horatio, and Florio meeting. j 


LORD HAYLEM. 
Health to my dear Horatio and my Florio ; 7 4 truly 


Joy to ſee you Both. But why ſo long did you delay 
wp PR 'd Pleaſure ? Indeed you've made it late. | 
HO RATIO. 

Why, ane Haylem, the Raptures that I felt. on 
F lorio s coming, beguil'd the flying Moments and 
deceiv d me; but bleſs d be the ſocial Hour which now 
unites us ; and ever bleſs'd the Birth-Day of Eudoſia: 
When I am with you I am ſomewhat more than 


happy. 


LORD 
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LORD HAYLEM. 
We have ever ſtrove to make each other ſo; and when 
-*Y gaze, as now I do, on ** I think my * 
burns as bright for him. 
FLORIO. 

How ſhall I merit ſuch a glorious Title, as good 
Lord Haylem's Friend: Could I, indeed, but emulate 
the great Examples now before me, I then might hope 
that Honour. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

My dear young Friend, your Worth already claims it, 

and you will ever ſhare me with Horatio. | 
FLORIO. 
My ever noble Lord you are too bounteous | 


LORD HAYLEM. 
You have, I do preſume, Horatio, told him; why, 


with ſuch haſte, you ſent for him from London. 


HORA- 
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HORATIO. 
Partly, my Lord, I've told him your Intentions ; his 
Honeſty I am ſure you may rely on; I think his 
Judgment too. But where are the Ladies ? My lovely 
Pupil never us d to be thus long before ſhe ſaw me. 
LORD HAYLEM. 
Come to the Drawing-Room, we there ſhall find 
them ; I am ſure they are not informed of your arrival, 
N [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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e III. 


The Drawing Room. 
Diſcovers Lady Haylem and Eudoſia at Work. 


LADY HAYLEM. 
Your Spriggy, 1 ſee, is almoſt done Eudoſia. 


EUD OSIA. 
Madam, it almoſt is; but I am not diſpoſed to work. 


to Day; my Mind is ſomewhat diſcompos'd; I can't 
attend to any Thing. 
| LADY HAYLEM. 
Well then, my Dear, I'd have you work no more; 


and ſee the Gentlemen are coming. 


Enter 
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Enter Lord Haylem, Horatio, and Florio. 


LADY HAYLEM. 
Ah! my good Friend, Horatio, are you then come 


at laſt ? I am very glad to ſee you. Say, is it thus you 
honour my Eudoſia? Indeed, we Both have chid the 
lazy Moments, and ſet you down as Loiterers. 

| HORATI O. 

O! my dear Madam, could I be ſo on ſuch a Day as 
this? No; No; you know me better ; and to my 
gentle Fair-One muſt excuſe me. ET: 

LADY HAYLEM. 
Il much rejoice to ſee your favourite Florio, and do 
expect that he will make your Peace. | | 
EUDOSIA. 
Madam, 'Tis made already. 


LADY 
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LADY HAYLEM,. 
I am glad to ſee you, Florio, look ſo well; I hope 
your Journey was not too fatiguing. 


FLORIO. 
Madam the Thoughts of coming here, at laſt, would 


make a Journey thrice as tedious, pleaſing. 
LADY HAYLEM. 
Eudoſia. Are you not glad to ſee your old Friend, 
Florio ?—I beg you'd give him welcome. 


EUDOSI A. 
Madam, my Father's Friends are ever welcome to me, 


but Florio doubly ſo ; becauſe from very early Life he 
too was mine, Sir, I rejoice to ſee you. 


FLORIO. 
Alas! I now am ſorry for it. 1 Madam you ho- 


nour me too much. 


EUDOSIA. 
How cool he anſwers! yet he looks embarraſs'd. [A/ae. 


E e HOR A. 


210 THE BIRTH DAY. 
 _HORATIO. 
My ſweet Eudoſia, what makes you look ſo oe ? 
I mw love to ſee you chearful., ' "ing 


EUDOSIA. 
We can't be always ſo, Sir; yet the Sight of you ſure 


ever gives me Pleaſure; though tis but ſeldom I have 
known ſo little, as at this preſent Meeting. 
FLORIO, n 
Be "* my throbbing Heart. _— 
x LORD HAYLEM. 
Come, come, my Dear; I know your Heart ſo well, 
that what affords me Happineſs, can never fail to pleaſe 
my good Eudoſia. 
LADY HAYLEM. 
Well, Horatio, you have not now I hope | forgot the 
cuſtomary Tribute, which ever on this Day, you 
kindly paid Eudoſia. Your choſen Favours, in curious 
Order, grace her Study. 
HORA- 


9 
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£4 HORATIO. 
- Madam, my Memory here is faithful as my Friendſhip; 
but what I have this Day to give, ſo far ſurpaſſes all 1 
| have beſtow'd, that I muſt pauſe a while, it will fo 
much amaze her. 
hg LORD HAYLEM. 
Not more, I think, than what I now intend to give 
to Florio; for I muſt keep the Cuſtom you have ſet, and: 
let him ſhare my Favour. 


HORATIO. 
Mark me Eudoſia; In this plain little Caſkett, there 


is a Gem of ſuch prodigious Value, as will, I think, 
ſtrew o'er your Life with Bleſſings. Tis emblematick 
only; but if it meets with your Regard (of which I 
think I am certain) I hope, with duteous Love and 
Gratitude, you'll ever hold it dear. 


EUDOSIA. | 
What can it be! but Certain it is, I muſt regard 


whatever you beſtow, as I am ſure tis good, 
E e 2 LORD 
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LORD HAYLEM. 
Not to be backward with my Friend, Horatio, I 
now muſt tell you, Florio, that in this Caſe you'll find 
a Taliſman for every Sorrow; Sorrow and this were never 


yet acquainted; long may they keep aſunder. It is a Gift 


of Qualities ſo rare, © it beggars all Deſcription” 
beſure you wrap it in your © Heart's beſt Core, nor 


ever rudely wrong it; tis what I have for many Years, 


been counting, like Miſer's Gold, but now reſign it to 
you. 


LADY HAYLEM. 
Why ſure! theſe Gifts have ſome Inchantment | in 


them. 


EUDOSIA, 
I long t to ſee them opened. 


FLORIO. 
So da I. 


LORD HAYLEM. 
With Joy receive it, * as I truly give it. 
FL O- 


THE BIRT H DAY. 213 
FLORIO. 

My Lord, I do. Ah! do llive! am I awake! and 

in my perfect Senſes] deceive me not my Eyes | it is 

Eudoſia | you cannot mean to mock me, Sir, you, 


ſurely, are too noble. 


EUDOSIA. 
Amazement | whence this Rapture 
HORATIO. | 
Now, now Eudoſia, is the auſpicious Moment, for 
me to unfold the Myſteries of Time, and give you what 
I've promiſed. | 
Opens the Caſtet and gives her a Pifture. 
EUDOSIA, 
1 take it with Impatience. Ye gracious Powers] O! 
Madam, it is Florio. 
LADY HAYLEM. 
Ves, that is the Semblance of the Youth I mentioned. 


Is he not what I ſpake him, my Eudoſia? 


E U- 
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| EUDOSIA. 
My Father's near Relation, Madam} that can never 
be! Indeed, I am aſtoniſh'd 1 | 


FLORIO. 
I am loſt in Admiration and Delight! 
LORD HAYLEM. 
Well, were our Promiſes too largely given, or do our 


Gifts exceed them ? what fays Florio ? 
| 27/29 rie 782 
O! my good Lord, thus let me bend, in humble 
Gratitude, for ſuch a precious Favour : But can you 
mean to realize the Bleſſing ? I hardly dare enquire. 
LORD HAYLEM 
Riſe, riſe dear Florio ; yes the fair Original ' attends 
the Copy, if that is well received; for ſo Horatio ſays; 
and he, alone, has legal Right to give you ſuch a do 
FLORIO. | 
My Father legal Right to give Eudoſia 


LADY 
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| LADY HAYLEM. 
See, here ſhe ſtands almoſt a Statue; quite loſt in 
Joy and Wonder; Is it not ſo my Love? 


EUDOSIA. . 
What ſhall I ay! I know not which is greateſt ! 


HORATIO. | 
Prepare thee then for more—Come to my longing 


Arms, and let me tell thee—Thou art—Mine; theſe 
fond parental Tears proclaim it—Mine, and my ho- 
nour'd Julia's; committed, from thy infant Moments, 
to the indulgent Care of Love and Friendſhip, that 
nobly have diſcharged the tender Truſt ; nor ever 
ſuffer'd thee to know that Loſs, which elſe had been ſo 
fatal. 8 
EUDOSIA. 
Ah! Sir, are you my Father Les, Nature, ſure, 
I feel thee, OM 


FLORI 
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FLO R I O. 
une, my Mother, her's - Forbid it Heaven | ! 
LORD HAYL E M. 
let me eaſe thy generous anxious Heart, thou 
3 lov d, worthy Youth. Here! here thy joyful 
Mother ſtands, and I—thy happy Father. -She kindly 


| join 'd with us, on Julia s Death, to change vou Both, 


in hopes of great Advantage | which Hopes are fully 


bleſs d: For every tender beauteous Quality, Eudoſia 
ſure might boaſt of; if Boaſting were a Merit; and every 
honeſt, noble, manly Virtue, was by Horatio's, Care 
and great Experience, ſown in thy opening Mind. A 
Fortune, unexpected, now attends thee, which might, 


perhaps, if known, have damp'd thy Ardour in thy vari- 
ous Studies, and been ere this inſipid; but, now, thy 


Worth inſures a laſting Pleaſure; nor will it be the leaſt 
to ſhew thy Gratitude kg guid Horatio. | 


FLORI- 


o 0 
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| FLORIO. | 
All Power's too weak for that. My ever honour'd 
Parents ſhare my love and Duty, 

LORD HAYLEM. 
I truſt we ever mall And what may we expect from 
ſuch an Union ? 

LADY HAYLEM. 
\ The faireſt Fruits of Virtue, Love and filial Piety. 
Yes, my Eudoſia, twas thy Mother, lovely Julia, whom 
we, this Morn, with ſad Remembrance mention'd ; 
but I haye ever been a Mother to thee, and now am 
doubly ſo. ' My generous Haylem deems it a real Hap- 
pineſs to crown, with Fortune's Gifts, an Object ſo - 
deſerving ; and is immenſely. proud to join his Intereſts, 
in ſuch a tender Manner, with Horatio. 


C HORATIO. 
| Thoul truly. lovely Woman | How do. thy noble 


Manners, love of Honour, recall to my Remembrance 
what I have loſt. But, no more; let me be thankful 
Ff for 
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for my preſent Bleſſings, for they are Great, and Many. 
My dear Eudoſia, let thy future Conduct, beſt! prove 


thy Father's Gratitude as well a»Friendſhip, | | l 
SUDO SAS. 5, 
Ves, my dear Father, that I hope it will; and be a 
faithſul Record too of mine. n 
FLORIO. 


My Life ſhall be the Pledge ont. Ol my ever lov'd 
Eudoſia; I am ſupremely. bleſi d, and cannot ſpeak my 
* But ſay then are you happy ? 
1% 14323. Ve 9 be Babs 3. 1944-4! 4] e! 
Ol my Florio, may all our Happineſs Uke this be 
mutual; but join with me to thank thoſe rare Examples, 
who! gave us Pow'r to know and | taſte ſuch pe 


FPrOI Ie 
My la Maid 1 do; and Heaven will thank 


am for ſuch 4 fair — e ppm 
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1 'HOWATTO - F ? 
well, Florio, how are your Spirits now ? Think 
you, you can inſpect the Marriage Writings, with 
de ys. oo Preciſion ? 
N "FLORIO. 
With h Joy, I am ſure I can. 
LADY HAYLEM. 
Well, Eudoſia, how like you our Relation? I told 


e eee 
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EUDOSIA. 

But, Madam, fo RT 7 dreamt not of ſuch 
Happineſs. | - 4 I 
„ + LORD HAYLEM. | | / 

. my Children, ſoon as we can aa each 
needful Preparation, we will complete your Union. I 
have order'd all my Tenants to be ſent for, to celebrate 
our dear Eudoſia's Birth-Day, and dedicate the Hours 
to ſprightly Mirth. They, with our good Domeſticks, 
ſhall partake the Joy in which they are all concern'd ; 
F f 2 and 


226. fit. SA i've. "FEY 
and you, I truſt, -will:cheri(h, their ;Deſcendants, whoſe 
Merits claim your: Notice; as we have ever fone their 
» honeſt Parents. W 82 NIK. 21 . Et ur (or 
HORATIO.” 3 * 
Ves, my lov'd Children, be "_ you u ill 3 


you live not for yourſelves alone; but are the Agents 


of a bounteous Maker, and muſt diſpenſe his Comforts 
ta the Needy ; and you kind Partners of my Heart- 


felt Joy: 15 ? g I” vet}; n 34 


Let us, with Tranſport, view this happy Pair, 
Whoſe growing Virtues well reward our Care; 

May our Example ftrike each noble Mind. 
And ev'ry Florio an Eudoſia find. a | 
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